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pure pleasure! 


Yes, for Ivory lather is 
richer... faster! 


You take it easy — you take an Ivory bath! 
That sturdy cake of Ivory floats right up to 
meet you... greets your lightest touch with a 
burst of creamy lather. For Ivory makes more 
lather, faster, than any other leading bath soap! 


And Ivory lather is mi’ ' ss mild 
---and so clean sr. li 1g! 


Silky Ivory lather is such a delight, so right for 
your skin. Why, Ivory Soap is mildness itself— 
miwre doctors advise it for skin care than any 
other soap. And, Mmm. . . the clean, refreshing 
fragrance of those Ivory suds leaves you perky 
us a two-year-old! 


Yet your pleasure-filled 
Ivory bath costs less! 


Most folks would gladly pay more for the extra 
pleasure of an Ivory bath. But, actually, you 
pay /ess! For pure, mild, floating Ivory gives 
you more soap for your money than any other 
leading bath soap. 





A Sensational “Get-Acquainted” Offer to new Dollar Book Club members! 


ANY THREE «:: 


Take Your Choice of These New, Full-Size, Hard-Bound Best-Sellers! 


You'd Expect to Pay Up to $3.95 Each for 
These Books in Publishers’ Editions — but 
You Can Have Any 3 for a Total of only $1 
- + « with FREE-Trial Membership 
in theDollar Book Club! 


: rw HERE'S an exciting offer to demonstrate the 
ey Ms wonderful values offered by the Dollar 
Book Club. Choose any 3 best-sellers on this page for only $1, with 
membership. Take your pick of these top romance and adventure 
hits, as well as de luxe library volumes costing up to $3.95 each in 
publishers’ editions! If not delighted when you see them, return 
them and your membership will be cancelled, without further obli- 
gation! Otherwise, pay only $1 for all 3, and continue to enjoy 
member’s bargain privileges. (You don’t have to take a book every 
month—take as few as six a year!) Accept this offer now—send 
no money—just mail coupon below! 


THE SARACEN BLADE—Frank Yerby 
Pietro the Crusader stormed his way from 
the palaces of Sicily to the harems of the 
East ... where the half-savage slave girl 
Zenobia waited for the one man with cour- 
age enough to possess her! Yerby’s best 


vA 


THE CAPTIVE WITCH—Dale Van Every 
Adam Frane kidnapped her from an In- 
dian camp — then discovered she was a 
white girl, brought up as a savage! She 
fought him like a wildcat, then tempted 
him with her beauty until he almost for- 
got his waiting bride! Pub. ed. $3.50. 


00 


VALUE 


uP TO 
$11.40 


IN PUB. ED 


THE HANDY HOME MEDICAL ADVISER 
by Morris Fishbein, M.D. A new guide to 
good health for all the family—a neces- 
sity in emergencies. Clear, reliable infor- 
mation on Blood Pressure, Digestion, 
Heart, Dieting, Allergies, Skin, First Aid, 
Common Diseases, etc. Illustrated. 








‘ Z a WEED « 
THE GOWN OF GLORY—Agnes Turnbull 


New hit by the author of ‘‘The Bishop's 
Mantle.’’ Delightful story of a small- 
town American family in the horse-and- 
buggy days—their good times, love affairs, 


struggles and triumphs. ‘‘Buoyant with  & 





CAINE 
MUTINY 
Herman Wouk 


Most read, most talked 
about book of our time 
—‘‘the greatest novel 
to come out of 
World War II’’— 
> # 


since ‘‘Foxes of Harrow.’’ Pub. ed. $3.50. 


se 


OUTLINE OF HISTORY—H. G. Wells 
New, enlarged, 1300-page edition, brought 
up-to-date. The whole story of mankind 
from earliest times through World War 
II. More than 200 maps and illustrations. 
One of the most acclaimed books of the 
twentieth century. Pub. ed. $3.95. 


happiness!’’—N. Y. Times. Pub. ed. $3.75. 
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THE MODERN FAMILY COOK BOOK 
Meta Given. 
published! 365 daily menus complete with 
delicious 
guides your shopping, keeps cost within 
your budget, makes meal preparation a 
pleasure! 650 pages, hundreds of pictures! 


Most practical cook book 


recipes! Plans your meals, 


The Dollar Book Club Saves You At Least Two-Thirds 
the Usual Cost of New Best-Sellers (oye fo 0 ons" 


y= the very same titles selling 
in publishers’ retail editions for 
$3.00 to $3.75 come to Dollar Book 
Club members for only $1—an in- 
credibly big saving which is pos- 
sible because of the huge printings 
made for nearly a million members! 


Take as Few as Six Books a Year! 


Membership in the Dollar Book 
Club requires no dues of any kind. You 
do not even have to take a book every 
month; the purchase of as few as six 
books a year fulfills your membership 
requirement. 

When you mail coupon at right, you 
will be sent ANY 3 BOOKS YOU 
CHOOSE FROM THIS PAGE FOR 


DOUBLEDAY ONE DOLLAR BOOK 


ONLY $1, plus a few cents shipping 
cost. Two books are your gift for join- 
ing, and one is your first selection. 
Thereafter, you will receive regularly 
the Club’s Bulletin, which describes 
the forthcoming $1 selections, also oc- 
casional extra-value books up to $1.49. 
But you buy only the books you want. 


SEND NO MONEY— 
Just Mail the Coupon! 


When you see your TRIPLE book 
package—and realize these three books are 
typical of the values you will continue to 
receive from the Club for only $1 each— 
you will be delighted to have become a 
member! If not, return all books and your 
membership will be cancelled, without 
further obligation! Act at once—supply 
of many titles is limited! Mail coupon. 


CLUB, GARDEN CITY, NEW YORK 


READER’S DIGEST READER 
The cream of all the stories, articles, 
anecdotes and features printed in the 
Reader’s Digest in the past 30 years. 
Over 500 pages of fascinating entertain- 
ment by America’s most famous writers. 
Illustrated in color! Pub. ed. $3.50. 


JUBILEE TRAIL—Gwen Bristow 
Two beautiful girls crossed half a con- 
tinent—alone among desperate men on 
the famous Jubilee Trail! One, the pam- 


pered darling of Eastern society; the 
other a music star accused of murder! 
564 exciting pages! Publisher’s ed. $3. 


22. SE Oe 
MAIL THIS COUPON 


Doubleday One Dollar Book Club, Dept. IMFW, Garden City, New York 
Please enroll me as.a Dollar Book Club member. Send me at once the 3 
books checked below and bill me ONLY $1 FOR ALL 3, plus a few cents 
shipping cost. C The Captive Witch 
The Caine Mutiny () The Gown of Glory y 
Jubilee Trail () Modern Family Cook Book Medical Adviser 

O Outline of History CJ Reader’s Digest Reader © Saracen Blade 

Also send my first issue of The Bulletin, telling me about the new 
forthcoming one-dollar* bargain book selections and other bargains for 
members. 

I may notify you in advance if I do not wish the following month’s 
selections. The purchase of books is entirely voluntary on my part. I do 
not have to accept a book every month—only six a year. I pay nothing 
except $1 for each selection I accept, plus a few cents shipping cost, 
(unless I choose an extra-value selection). 

NO-RISK GUARANTEE: If not delighted, return all 
books within 7 days, and membership will be cancelled. 


©) Handy Home 


*Selection price in Canada, $1.10 plus shipping. Address 105 Bond S8t., Toronto 2, 
. Offer good in U. S. A. and Canada only. 








JUDY, YOU CANT BLAME 
MEN FOR GIVING A SOLID 
A FROST TO BAD BREATH! 
SEE YOUR DENTIST, HONEY! 
THEN SEE WHAT 
L HAPPENS! 


THIS ISACOLD FF 
Py SHOULDER-BUT NO 
"A, COLDER THAN OTHER 
MEN GIVE ME! 


TO STOP BAD BREATH, I RECOMMEND 
COLGATE DENTAL CREAM. BRUSHING TEETH RIGHT 
AFTER EATING WITH COLGATES MAKES YOUR 
MOUTH FEEL CLEANER LONGER --GIVES YOU 

Om A CLEAN, FRESH MOUTH ALL DAY LONG! 


AND COLGATES HAS PROVED CONCLUSIVELY 
THAT BRUSHING TEETH RIGHT AFTER EATING STOPS 
TOOTH DECAY BEST! IN FACT, THE COLGATE WAY 
STOPPED MORE DECAY FOR MORE PEOPLE THAN EVER 
m BEFORE REPORTED IN DENTIFRICE HISTORY! 
a 


THIS SHOULDERS NICE, AND cozy T00, 
WHICH SHOWS WHAT COLGATE CARE CAN DO 


Brushing Teeth Right After Eating with 
COLGATE DENTAL CREAM 
STOPS 


BAD BREATH ana 
STOPS DECAY! 


Colgate’s instantly stops bad breath in 7 out of 10 
cases that originate in the mouth! And the Colgate 
way of brushing teeth right after eating is the 
best home woos known to help stop tooth decay! 


W COLGATE 


RIBBON DENTAL CREAM 


__ WT CUEANS vour BREATH WHILE 1T 
_ CLEANS YOUR TEETH! 
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Member of The True Story Women’s Group 





we 
y* Yes,! love you...but... 
| a secret mission 
\ is a secret. A secret 
_ »@ from your wife. 
am A secret from 


HOW MUCH CAN 
A WOMAN TAKE..? 


The personal story 

of pretty Lucey Tibbets 
who had the hard 

luck to fall in love 
with a hero! 


M-G-M presents the love story rs ) [Ly 
behind the billion-dollar lp; y 
secret! 
a ie, y) We see 
D aa STARRING 

— = ROBERT ELEANOR 
e>g TAYLOR- PARKER 
$ yay on James MARILYN 

Aan. WHITMORE -Eaekine 


* sae MELVYN FRANK, NORMAN PANAMA ona BEIRNE LAY, JR. 
peinne LAY,sn.* ‘Directed by MELVYN FRANK ana NORMAN PANAMA: anu-c.mprrune 





hollywood 


-party line 


by Edith. Guypin. 


NO USE STARTING OFF with a dissertation about dresses in gen- 
eral, when most of Hollywood is still gabbing about a certain 
party in particular and some of the super-duds paraded there. 
Of course, I’m speaking of that party Marion Davies tossed for 
Johnnie Ray and his bride. It was the biggest thing! I know 
you have heard scads about it, but there is still much to be told. 
Note, I said this shindig was the biggest thing—not necessarily 
the best. First let me tell you how a gal like Marion, who spent 
$25,000 to entertain some six hundred glitter guests that night, 
went about making it the most colossal get-together Tinsel-town 
has seen in at least twenty years! Whether the spirit of the 
old-time galas was revived is a question. But many a wide-eyed 
newcomer had a chance to see how the big stars of yesteryear 
used to stage parties. Three rooms of the Davies mansion were 
done over to resemble New York’s El Morocco and Stork Club, 
and Hollywood’s Mocambo—with a different orchestra in each 
“cafe.” An outdoor terrace, with a bar about “a mile long,” 
was filled with small tables. These 
overlooked a big lily pond in 
which fountains spouted tinted 
water amid fancy lighting effects. 
Thousands of gardenias had been 
“pinned” to all the garden shrubs. 
The flowers throughout the house 
were breath-taking. 


Huge chrysanthemums in mas- 
sive bowls and vases were spotted 
all over the place. Dozens of 
long-stemmed, red roses formed 
the centerpieces on the count- 
less individual tables. Layer 
cakes made of gardenias with big 
clusters of orchids on top, deco- 
rated the several long buffet ta- 
bles, groaning under the weight 
of food. A Roman sarcophagus, that weighed over two tons, 
was filled with champagne; sixty extra servants were just some 
of the things that had even the most inveterate party-goers 
goggle-eyed. You could hardly name a star or starlet who 
wasn’t there, all elegantly done up for the event. 


Revealing: Denise and Tab 


The Filmtown dressmakers struck gold on the Davies soirée— 
because so many femmes decided they had to have a uew gown 
for the affair. Don Loper alone, sold almost $25,000 worth of 
gowns in the two weeks preceding it! One was to la Davies 
herself, a beautiful thing of white satin and lace, with which she 
wore a diamond and ruby necklace (about two inches wide) 
worth $200,000. If these figures seem like telephone numbers, 
think nothing of it. They’re fer real! Can't possibly list all 
the glamour gals present in fashion’s best—so I'll just give a 
brief run-down on some of the standouts for beauty and style 
that eve. Ava Gardner, a knockout with her new short hair-do, 
in an ankle-length, strapless, black-net gown, its very full skirt 
highlighted with dangling gold discs the size of a quarter. .. . 
Esther Williams in a bouffant gown of gray and white tulle... 
Mrs. Darryl Zanuck in a stunning dress of white taffeta, skin- 
tight, strapless, long-waisted, embroidered in vivid coral beads. 


Joan Crawford came in a slim-skirted black gown, trimmed 
with jet beads—very décolleté, but featuring a diagonal, wide, 
black strap across one shoulder . . . Janet Leigh in deep 
mauve net, billowing out to there . .. Denise Darcel in black 
velvet cut so low, people wondered whether she was inside 
trying to get out—or outside trying to get in . .. Lana 
Turner, luscious in a sweeping black chiffon beaded job... 
Marge Champion in ballet-length yellow net, having trouble 
finding room to dance with her Gower ... Red Skelton putting 
on an hour’s free show for laffing guests . . . Gary Cooper, just 
back from Samoa, the Jeff Chandlers, the Charlton Hestons, 
the John Carrolls, the Jack Bennys, Anne Baxter and John 
Hodiak, Kathryn Grayson (in bright red), the Van Johnsons 
(Evie in heavily beaded rose velvet), Piper Laurie, the James 
Masons, Rhonda Fleming and her husband, Dr. Lew Morrill, 
Dinah Shore (in pink 

net with horsehair em- 

broidery) and ever-lov- 

in’ George Montgomery, 

Debbie Reynolds, Jean 

Simmons and Stewart 

Granger—oh, heck! I 

could go on and on— 

but better wind this one 

up right now! 


The very next night, al- 
most the same “cast” 
showed up for Johnnie 
Ray’s opening at Ciro’s 
—including Ginny 
Simms freshly made up 
with Bob Calhoun; Ursula Thiess, lovely in black velvet, twoing 
with Bob Taylor at a table right next to Barbara Stanwyck’s. 
Milton Berle beaued Barbara and Nancy Sinatra to the Weeper’s 
bow. Things got really hectic when, within a week of these do- 
ings, a goodly bunch of Hollywood boys and gals dashed up to 
Las Vegas where Ray Bolger was the star attraction at the open- 
ing of the new Sahara Hotel. Among them were Donald O’Con- 
nor, Anne Bancroft (a new starlet at Twentieth), the Gordon 
MacRaes, the Gene Nelsons, Jeanne Crain and Paul Brinkman 
and lots more all whooping it up in the desert resort for a whoop- 
ing three days. From the look of things at these parties, there is 
no doubt that your choice of dresses can encompass just about 
every line and silhouette. Gowns are long and short, slim and 
full, very nekkidy or with the newer “covered up” look, which 
can be even sexier than the bare, if the outfit is clingy and flat- 
teringly cut, with added touches of glamour. Speaking of “added 
touches,” Arlene Dahl was an eyeful at La Rue, dining in a 
floor-length gown of ivory crepe—with long sleeves that slipped 
on like gloves and her only trimming, long pendant earrings of 
gold and diamonds. 


Redhead Rhonda Fleming and husband 


All the younger set and many besides showed up for Photo- 
play’s cocktail party at the Beverly Hills Hotel, honoring 
its “Choose your Star” winners. Lori Nelson and Tab Hunter 
took their bows as top winners followed by all the others. 
Barbara Ruick, a real standout, wore a lovely flame-red net 
with a charming “added touch.” On her left arm, almost 
at the shoulder, was a crushed 
band of net, covered with small, 
matching red flowers, giving the 
effect of one little sleeve. Keith 
Andes, another winner, talking 
to oh-so-beautiful, black-haired 
Ursula Thiess . .. Saw Anne 
Francis later, her blonde beau- 
ty set off by a romantic cock- 
tail-length gown with a scarlet 
velveteen bodice—dquite long 
waisted and moulded to the fig- 
ure, topping a bouffant skirt of 
matching net. . . . Linda Chris- 
tian looked exotic in a gown 


dappled with metallic threads. Winners: Ursula and Keith 
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By MARY MARATHON 


Fans, if you’re in the mood to “get away from it all,” I’m the gal who can tell 
you how to do it! It doesn’t have to cost you more than the price of a movie 
theatre ticket, a ticket that'll take you to exotic, mysterious India when you 
see “Thunder in the East’’—and to the lush and colorful banana country when 
you see ““Tropic Zone.” 

Bd * * 
Just in time for that January pick-up, you'll be able to magic-carpet-yourself 
via “Thunder in the East” to a fabulously-decorated Maharajah’s palace 
to the teeming market-places of Ghandahar where evil and good rub shoulders, 
and where the man Alan Ladd portrays is right at home, living the kind of 
exciting adventures he had in “Saigon,” “China” and “‘Caicutta.” 


* * * 


Ladd’s a gun-runner in “Thunder in the East,”” and while he mixes with some 
pretty rough characters, star-wise he’s in real solid company. Deborah Kerr, 
Charles Boyer and Corinne Calvet share top billing with him. With two 
irresistible lovelies like Deborah and Corinne in the same picture, Ladd doesn’t 
stand a chance of avoiding romantic entanglement, not that he’d want to. 
But I’m going on record to action-lovers tha. there’s action in the field of 


romance, too! 
* * ok 


The story centers around Ladd’s efforts to sell a plane-load of guns and ammu- 
nition to the Maharajah of Ghandahar, who is momentarily expecting attack 
by outlaw tribesmen. Ladd didn’t figure on Charles Boyer, who portrays the 
Maharajah’s peace loving secretary and who insists the only way to meet force 
is with love and kindness. Boyer locks the guns away and when trouble starts, 
the small British colony is really up against it. There’s a lot of edge-of-the-seat 
excitement in ““Thunder in the East” that typifies adventure in far-away places, 
and I know it will give you the feeling of being right in the middle of one of 
today’s hottest action spots. 
* * * 

For a different—and torrid!— change of scene, make a note to catch ““Tropic 
Zone” where the action (and there’s plenty of it!) takes place on a banana 
plantation in Puerto Barrancas. And if the name of that town doesn’t sound 
like a cruise-stop, then I’ve been wasting my time reading travel-folders. 


* * * 


“Tropic Zone” is photographed in gorgeous Technicolor and stars rugged 
Ronald Reagan, lovely red-head Rhonda Fleming, and fiery singer-dancer 
Estelita. It has to do with the struggle between the independent banana- 
growers and the crooked shipping head who has designs on Rhonda’s planta- 
tion. Reagan, involved with the wrong side, falls in love with Rhonda. Their 
romance sparks some flaming action both between the lovers and between the 


rival banana-growers. 
~ * * 


Before long, I’m going to be singing you the praises of ‘“The Stars Are Singing” 

.--a music-loaded Technicolor dandy that brings you a terrific new screen per- 

sonality—none other than the original ““Come-On-A-My-House” girl, Rosemary 

Clooney! The millions of records she’s sold are nothing compared with the box- 

office records that gal’s gonna break! What a singin’ team Rosemary, Anna 

Maria Alberghetti and Lauritz Melchior make! But more about that later. 
- 7 * 


Goodbye for now, fans, and happy movie-going! 









































































Paramount Presents 





ALAN DEBORAH 
LADD- KERR 
CHARLES CORINNE 


BOYER:-CALVET 


Produced by Everett Riskin + Directed by CHARLES VIDOR 
Screenplay by Jo Swerling » Adaptation by George Tabori 
and Frederick Hazlitt Brennan 
From the novel by Alan Moorehead 


























Paramount Presents 


TROPIC ( 
ZONE 


Color by TECHNICOLOR 


starring 


RONALD REAGAN 
RHONDA FLEMING 
ESTELITA 


with NOAH BEERY « GRANT WITHERS 
Written for the Screen and Directed by Lewis R. Fostes 

Based on a novel by Tom Gill + Produced by 
William H. Pine and William C. Thomas 




















Paramount emai 


THE CrARS 
ARE PINGING 


Color by TECHNICOLOR 


starring 


ANNA MARIA ALBERGHETT|@@ 
LAURITZ MELCHIOR 
ROSEMARY CLOONEY 


with BOB WILLIAMS - TOM MORTON 
FRED CLARK + JOHN ARCHER - RED DUS 
Produced by Irving Asher + Directed by Norman Taurog 
Screenplay by Liam O’Brien 
































that’s hollywood for you 
by Sidney. Secale 


1 BET LANA TURNER often wishes her romances were the way they 
are in the movies: the men pursue her to a happy ending. . . Zsa 
Zsa Gabor is a female who is making a career out of being fe- 
male .. . I know Barbara Bates rather well and Barbara Rush 
only slightly, but I’m still confused about which one is doing 
what in pictures .. . No matter what you say, I insist Johnnie Ray 
doesn’t cry—he sweats . . . Gloria Grahame convinces me she is 
what she is on the screen . . . Don’t let me hear any more stories 
about Hollywood and the glamour it used to have. I had a flash- 
back of it at the Marion Davies party and it’s strictly out of place 
now. Hollywood has no magic that can keep it from changing in 
a changing world . .. Marilyn Monroe, by the way, changes her 
phone number more often in a month than Mary Pickford did in 
any given year when she was “America’s Sweetheart” . . . I find 
it tough to enjoy any movie before noon, no matter how good it is 
... Get this: the picture Barbara Payton made in England, tenta- 
tively titled “The Four-Sided Triangle,” is about two men so in 
love with Barbara that they build a duplicate so each can have 
a Barbara Payton . . . Debra Paget, who’s been so goody-goody, 

is ready to step out .. . During a 

conference, an angry writer said to 

Mike Curtiz: “You’re driving me 

crazy.” “That’s the way it is out 

here,” said Mike. “No one walks.” 


Loretta Young looked so good in 
tights in “Because of You,” that now 
“It Happens Every Thursday” .. . 
Betty Grable uses a special perfume, 
a scent she discovered that her horses 
like ...I'd say that Terry Moore and 
Suzan Ball could be a couple of very 
popular celluloid sex bundles ... 
When you see “O. Henry’s Full 
House,” listen carefully to John 
Steinbeck. He sounds like Ward 
Bond to me ... Denise Darcel goes 
in for negligees so sheer that if she 
wore all she owns at one time, she couldn’t get by the Johnston 
Office ... My favorite sign’s at Schwab’s: “They said it couldn’t 
be done. So he tackled it with a smile. And he couldn’t do it!” 


Loretta (Legs) Young 


I know that Lex Barker, to be Tarzan, has to watch his figure 
as closely as Jane Russell watches hers, and I’d rather watch hers 
... Cornel Wilde likes to look like a romantic actor . .. Wonder 
if Ann Sheridan, who hated the title, wishes that they'd call her 
“The Oomph Girl” again . . . If | were a talent scout for a movie 
company, I’d certainly sign Dorothy Collins of the Hit Parade 
. .. By the way, I guess I believe that radio is more accurate than 
television, because I would never set my watch by TV, only by 
the radio . . . Greer Garson once played Shylock and wore a 
beard ... I’m a guy who goes for those singers to whom the words 
are important . . . In case you're interested in voice doubles. 
Trudy Erwin did the singing for Lana in “The Merry Widow,” 
Gigi Greer did it for Rita in “Affair in Trinidad,” and Pat Mor- 
gan for Ralph Meeker in “Somebody Loves Me” . . . Mitzi Gay- 
nor’s discovering she has the sex appeal off the screen that 
Monroe has on screen . . . I think the time has come for 
another Tracy-Hepburn movie. 


Have you noticed how the so-called “slick” magazines are be- 
ginning to look like fan magazines, with a photo of a movie 
star on the cover and a couple of movie articles inside? ... 
Shelley Winters still gives counsel to Farley Granger ... I 
happen to know that Marge and Gower Champion sleep in twin 
beds rather close to each other. She wears an old-fashioned 
nightgown. He, being even more 
old-fashioned, wears nothing ... 
Tallulah Bankhead didn’t tell it 
in her book. When she was mak- 
ing “‘Lifeboat,”’ she objected to a 
profile shot, saying to director 
Alfred Hitchcock: “It’s not my 
best side.” Hitchcock answered: 
“You’re sitting on your best side.”’ 


Tony Curtis makes things dis- 
appear in “Houdini,” but Janet 
Leigh doesn’t, which is swell with 
me... Rhonda Fleming will tell 
you she functions better when 
she’s married . . . I have yet to be 
in a movie star’s dressing-room 
that is as swanky as a star’s dressing-room in a movie .. . I’m 
weary of gimmick pictures. I almost screamed for someone to talx 
in “The Thief,” and I tapped my foot waiting for more people to 
come into “The Fourposter” . . . James Mason is honest enough 
to say he is an actor because it’s the best way he knows to make 
money . . . Advising a friend, Gregory Ratoff said: “It isn’t a 
good movie, and you can stay away any time, because it’s con- 
tinuous.” I don’t care if Rita and Aly make up or not. Stop 
already .. . If John Carroll and his wife separated, would John 
rush to Mario Lanza’s or Dale Robertson’s house? . . . I’m look- 
ing forward to seeing Ethel Merman in “Call Me Madam.” It’s 
good to have the gal back in films. 


Tony keeps Janet in sight 


Whenever an actor plays a policeman in a movie, no matter what 
else he ever plays in others, I remember him as a policeman 
. +. 1 can’t recall any particular performance of Piper Laurie’s, 
but Pll always recall that she eats flowers . .. The wickedest 
thing Ann Blyth ever did was to come to a costume party dressed 
as Sadie Thompson . . . Constance Smith, at Photoplay’s “Choose 
Your S:ar” party, made 
working a pleasure .. . 
I know that Leslie Caron 
sleeps in an oversized 
double bed. “This is 
part of marriage, isn’t 
it?” she says... A sales- 
man, waiting on cus- 
tomer Joan Davis, said: 
“Has anyone ever told 
you that you look like 
Joan Davis?” To which 
Joan replied: “That's 
the most insulting thing 
I have ever been told!” 
And that’s Hollywood 


for you. Constance Smith gave Sidney a party lift! 


























When they sing... 


your heart dances! 
When they dance... 
your heart sings! 
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Bing photographing Dixie and the 
twins at graduation last summer 


the 
brave 
heart 


Gallant Dixie Lee Crosby is mourned by all of Hollywood—and by the whole world 


ON NOVEMBER lst, At 1:00 p.m., Dixie Lee 
Crosby died of cancer. Bing and their 
four sons were at her bedside. 

Dixie Crosby’s death marked the end of 
a gallant fight. She had been in poor 
health for many years. In recent months, 
it was known that 
under the care of her doctor, and Holly- 
wood rumors began to repeat that dreaded 
word, “cancer.” It was assumed that Dixie 
did not know the nature of her illness. But 
perhaps she kept her secret well. 


she was constantly 


Last July, she underwent an abdominal 
operation for her condition. Bing flew 
down from Nevada to be with her. And it 
was only because she seemed to have come 
through the surgery with flying colors that 
he consented to make a trip to France to 
film “Little Boy Lost.” 

It was still believed that Dixie was on 
the way to recovery—until the Sunday be- 
fore her death. That Sunday, against her 
doctor’s advice, she insisted upon meeting 
Bing’s train when he returned from the 
East. She may have realized that the end 
was near. A relapse followed. The four 
Crosby sons, Gary, Philip, Dennis and 
Lindsay—all away at their schools— 
rushed home to be with their mother. 

On Monday, Dixie Extreme 
Unction, the last Sacrament of the 
Church. On Tuesday, she lapsed into a 
coma from which she never emerged. Four 
days later, Dixie died of what doctors 
described as a “cancer condition that 
balked all attempts at alleviation.” 

Dixie’s defiance of her doctor’s orders 
that Sunday was reminiscent of her earlier 
defiance of the Hollywood world to be 


received 


with Bing. At the time they met, Bing was 
a rather confirmed sower of wild oats. He 
was young and healthy and he believed in 
living. He and Dixie met at the famed 
Cocoanut Grove where he was singing 
with the “Rhythm Boys.” Dixie was the 
famous one, the star. 

She fell in love. The studio to which 
she was under contract warned her that if 
she married “that Crosby character” they 
would drop her from contract. She mar- 
ried him. And the studio did drop her. 

At the time of the marriage, news re- 
leases announced: “Dixie Lee, film actress, 
today married Murray Crosby, orchestra 
leader, at a simple church ceremony.” 
Neither Bing’s name nor his occupation 
were correctly noted. No one seemed to 
care ... with the exception of Dixie. 


One of the last appearances of Dixie 
in public was with Bing at the twins’ 
graduation exercises at prep school 


The Crosbys were poor when they were 
first wed, but there never was a happier 
pair. Dixie made several pictures and then 
went into retirement. Bing settled down to 
prove that he could make the grade. He 
continued his night-club work and made 
movie shorts. He went on to become a fea- 
tured radio singer and finally came his 
film success. And his wife took great pride 
in reminding the skeptics, “I told you so!” 

It has been said many times that Bing’s 
career was built upon the faith of his wife. 
As for her own career, Dixie kept only 
her scrapbooks and memories. She re- 
fused further public appearances saying. 
“After I taught Bing to sing, I quit.” She 
concentrated on their home and on raising 
their family. First there was Gary, now 
nineteen, then the twins, Philip and Den- 
nis, and finally Lindsay. Reportedly, the 
Crosbys were one of the most devoted 
families in the movie colony. However, as 
in many movieland marriages, there were 
rumors of discontent from time to time. 
These rumors grew louder when Bing va- 
cationed alone in France in 1950. It was 
said that Dixie was consulting her law- 
yers and was ready to file for divorce. 
Nothing came of the reports, and during 
the months that followed, Bing and Dixie 
appeared closer than ever. 

Then in July, Dixie entered the hospital 
for the operation. And it was only a short 
time before Dixie and Bing were separated 
forever. Bing issued a statement, “The 
family wishes to thank the many kind folks 
for their prayers and good wishes.” 

Dixie is gone. But her pride in her hus- 
band and her sons will never die. 
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impertinent 


GREER GARSON IS RIDING THE CREST. In addition to being one 
of the most beautiful and talented of Filmland’s many 
glamorous lovelies, she’s also one of the happiest. 

It was rumored around these Hollywood hills that Greer 
and Buddy Fogelson—oil millionaire and publisher of the 
Sante Fe News, to whom she’s been married three years— 
weren’t seeing eye to eye on Greer’s career. It was said that 
Buddy didn’t approve of his wife’s making movies—that he 
wanted her to be plain-and-simply Mrs. Buddy Fogelson. It 
was also whispered about that Greer’s present strong upsurge 
in popularity at M-G-M would soon bring an open marital 
rift. For the studio wasted no time in putting their talented 
actress to work. Greer, who appeared last in “The Law and 
the Lady,” in 1951, found herself with two pictures scheduled 
for 1952. 

In one, “Vicki,” she has the same type of warm, witty 
role that endeared her to moviegoers as the unforgettable 
Mrs. Miniver and, later, Mrs. Parkington. From “Vicki,” 
Greer went into the much-publicized “Julius Caesar,” in 
which she plays Calpurnia, the beautiful wife of Caesar. A 

busy and exciting year, 
undoubtedly, and Greer 
loved every minute of it. 
Whether Buddy Fogelson 
shared her enthusiasm is 
a matter that kept the 
local gossips working 
overtime. 

When I questioned 
Greer about all this one 
afternoon recently, in 
the garden of her beau- 
tiful home in the Bel-Air 
canyon, she laughed and 
said: “A New York col- 
umnist started the story 
that Buddy and I aren’t 
getting along. It’s so un- 
true! It’s not that Buddy 


With Donna Corcoran in “Vicki” doesn’t approve of my 


interview 


by Wide Connolly, 


making pictures, it’s just that he doesn’t want me to make 
dull pictures! Buddy loves show people and they love him. He 
knows more people in the business than I do!” 

Greer really “took down” that breathtakingly beautiful red 
hair of hers when she 
confessed to me: “I got 
off to a bad start in 
Hollywood and it’s been 
catching up with me. I 
think it all started with 
that Oscar I won for 
‘Mrs. Miniver.’ It meant _ 
so much to me! It was 
1:00 a.m. when my Os- 
car was presented, you 
may remember, and I 
meant to say only “Thank 
you so much!’ and shed 
a tear or two, but instead 
I thanked everybody in 
the world, talked for six long minutes, and bored the ears off 
the tired and sleepy audience. Afterwards it was a great local 
joke; people even imitated me at parties, and as a result, 
although I was perfectly at ease on tours and personal appear- 
ances, I became very shy and self-conscious when I was at 
home in Hollywood. 

“Last year, however, when I accepted the Oscar for Vivien 
Leigh for ‘A Streetcar Named Desire’ (she was in New York), 
I was able to joke about it myself. I said: ‘Well, this is hardly 
the time to expand verbally. We’ve been told to keep to a 
strict timetable. But if anybody wants some extra material, I 
can let them have some five-and-a-half minutes out of a speech 
I made on a similar occasion several years ago, as you may 
remember!’ 

“You see,” Greer beamed, “it’s the Fogelson influence! I’m 
a happy extrovert these days. Now, I take everything in my 
stride . . . and enjoy it all!” 

And talking to Greer, you can’t help but realize that she 
can take the gossip along with the rest of it—in that same, 
beautiful happy stride! 


Career rift? Greer and Buddy 
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Those Brilliant Young Stars of 
“Bend Of The River’ are Together Again! 
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ROCK HUDSON 


The most talked-about 
new star of our time! 


















JULIA ADAM 


A luscious sensation... 
as the wild and wonderful 
Rose of Texas! 
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Get the lady out from behind all that cigar smoke and it 
turns out to be Anne Baxter! People used to think of her 
as shy and retiring—but where there’s smoke there’s fire 


Anne and Monty Clift do a love scene in 
“I Confess” and you see it like this... 


... but when it was filmed their director, 
Hitchcock, was right there alongside them 
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get annie? 


“What has happened to Anne Baxter?” 

That’s the question all Hollywood is asking. There were 
some raised eyebrows when Anne dyed her hair blonde, and 
when she began to go around smoking cigars in public, the 
staid citizens of cinemaland were really startled. Not only that, 
but the new Annie seemed to have outspoken and definite 
opinions about anything and everything! 

What’s been happening? Why this sudden change in 
Anne, who used to be known as a fine actress, but one who 
kept the curtain drawn on her private life? 

Maybe—just maybe—the answer is a very simple one. 
Perhaps the background to the answer is Anne’s recent trip 


to Quebec for location scenes for her new Warner picture, 
“I Confess.” It has been reported that it was there Director 
Alfred Hitchcock introduced Anne to cigars, and it was on her 
return to Hollywood that she began smoking them publicly. 

Maybe something else happened, too. Anne found that 
in Quebec there was great interest in movie stars, that people 
were asking her about such glamour queens as Marilyn Monroe, 
Lana Turner and Jane Russell. As for Anne herself they 
seemed to take it for granted she was a fine actress. Period. 
No questions. Now any actress likes to be questioned about 
herself. So Annie did a turnabout. And you can bet that from 
now on the questions will be flying! 
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our home! 


“There isn’t a more generous 
husband on earth than 
Michael O'Shea,” Virginia 


Mayo explains. “But he gave 
d oS 


Noy 





more than he realized when 
he presented me with my first 
horse. Now we practically 
make our home in the stables! 
VIRGINIA MAYO, 
co-starring in , 
“THE IRON MISTRESS*> 
A Warner Bros. Production 


Color by Technicolor 


“It’s fun — but hard work. Grooming — cleaning saddles and bridles — is harder on my 






hands than a complete housecleaning. But Jergens Lotion soon softens them again. 





“Keeping the stables spic and span 
is my job, too. That’s another reason 
Ym so grateful for Jergens Lotion — 
it soothes my hands so fast. Try 
this and see why: Smooth one hand ile Mt 
with quickly absorbed Jergens ... “Apply any ordinary lotion or “Come evening, my hands are _Jergens Lotion is effective — 

cream to the other. Then wet smooth for close-ups with © it doesn’t just coat the skin. 

them. Water won't ‘bead’ on Mike.” No wonder Jergens is Jergens penetrates the upper 

the hand smoothed with Jer- used by more womenthanany layer and gives it softening P 

gens as it will with oily cares. other hand care in the world! moisture. 10¢ to $1, plus tax. 













Remember JERGENS LOTION. . . because you care for your hands! 


BRIEF REVIEWS 


For fuller reviews, see Photoplay for months indicated. Photoplay 
Applauds for this month, page 16. This month’s full reviews, page 20. 


OUTSTANDING 


HAPPY TIME, THE—-Columbia: Witty and wise 
story of a French-Canadian boy’s awakening to love 
and sex. Family saga excellently acted by Bobby 
Driscoll, Charles Boyer and Marsha Hunt, Louis 
Jourdan and Linda Christian. (F) September 


IVANHOE—M-G-M, Technicolor: Big, splendid 
action epic of knighthood days, with Robert Taylor 
as the Saxon hero who defies King John and is 
loved by Elizabeth Taylor, as Rebecca, and Joan 
Fontaine, as Rowena. (F) September 


JUST FOR YOU—Paramount, Technicolor: Ami- 
able, tune-filled reunion for Bing Crosby and Jane 
Wyman. Bing’s a musical-comedy producer who’s 
heen too busy to woo Jane or be a real father to Bob 
Arthur and Natalie Wood. (F) October 


PROMOTER, THE—Rank-U-I: Slyly hilarious 
Alec Guinness film, about a gent who makes his 
fortune by his wits. With Glynis Johns as an ad- 
venturess. (A) December 
QUIET MAN, THE—Republic, Technicolor: Re- 
turning to his ancestral Ireland, ace director John 
Ford lovingly spins a yarn about an Irish-American 
prizefighter (John Wayne) and a spirited colleen 
(Maureen O'Hara). (F) September 


VERY GOOD 


ASSIGNMENT—PARIS—Columbia: Suavely told 
story of a courageous American reporter sent be- 
hind Hungary’s Iron Curtain. Dana Andrews and 
Marta Toren share the romance element; George 
Sanders, Audrey Totter add complications and a 
few touches of humor. (F) November 


BECAUSE YOU’RE MINE—M-G-M, Technicolor: 
Cheerful musical presenting Mario Lanza as ati 
opera star who finds Army life unusual under a 
music-loving sergeant (James Whitmore). New- 
comer Doretta Morrow duets with Mario in some of 
the pop and classic songs that are supplied in gen- 
erous measure. (F) November 


EVERYTHING I HAVE IS YOURS—M-G-M, 
Technicolor: Marge and Gower Champion achieve 
stardom in an easygoing musical of show-business 
marriage. With Monica Lewis. (F) December 


FULL HOUSE—20th Century-Fox: Five O. Henry 
short stories provide quaintly charming entertain- 
ment. Charles Laughton plays an elegant bum; 
Jean Peters and Anne Baxter, devoted sisters; Dale 
Robertson and Richard Widmark, a detective and 
a hoodlum; Farley Granger and Jeanne Crain, a 
couple poor in money but rich in love; Oscar Le- 
vant and Fred Allen, comic con-men. (F) November 


IT GROWS ON TREES—U-I: Homey fantasy in 
which housewife Irene Dunne finds money sprout- 


A—Adults F—Family 


ing in her back yard. Dean Jagger and Joan Evans 
are among the family circle. (F) December 


LUSTY MEN, THE—RKO: Vigorous, unglorified 
survey of the rodeo cowboy’s life, involving Robert 
Mitchum, Arthur Kennedy and Susan Hayward 
in a triangle. (F) December 


MIRACLE OF OUR LADY OF FATIMA, THE— 
Warners, WarnerColor: Gentle yet impassioned re- 
ligious drama about the child to whom the Madon- 
na appeared on a remote Portuguese hillside. Susan 
Whitney’s a lovely, unaffected heroine; Gil- 
bert Roland scores as a vagabond. (F) November 


MY WIFE’S BEST FRIEND—20th Century-Fox: 
Featherweight marital farce starring Anne Baxter 
and Macdonald Carey as a couple whose life is dis- 
rupted when Mac confesses a past indiscretion. With 
Catherine McLeod, Cecil Kellaway. (A) November 


SAVAGE, THE—Paramount, Technicolor: Action- 
ful, intelligent western starring Charlton Heston 
as a white man brought up among Indians. With 
Susan Morrow. (F) December 


SNOWS OF KILIMANJARO, THE—20th Century- 
Fox, Technicolor: Writer Gregory Peck recalls his 
wasted life and many loves (Susan Hayward, Ava 
Gardner, Hildegarde Neff). Pretentious, lush 
romance. (A) December 


SPRINGFIELD RIFLE—Warners, WarnerColor: 
In a satisfying western, Gary Cooper plays Union 
counterspy to outwit Confederate horse raiders. 


With Phyllis Thaxter, Paul Kelly. (F) December 


TURNING POINT, THE—Paramount: Expertly 
made racket-busting story, with Edmond O’Brien 
as a crusader, William Holden as a reporter, Alexis 
Smith as the girl both love. (F) December 


 @ooD 


ANNA—Lux: Old-fashioned romantic melodrama 
with Italian dialogue, English titles. Voluptuous 
Silvana Mangano, distraught by passion for the no- 
good Vittorio Gassman and love for farmer Raf 
Vallone, turns nursing sister. (A) October 


BREAKDOWN—Realart: Brisk prize-ring drama, 
with unasual angles. Politico Sheldon Leonard has 
an unjustly jailed boxer (William Bishop) freed 
to fight again, in order to help Leonard’s brother, a 
psychotic manager (Wally Cassell). (F) October 


HELLGATE—Lippert: Grim, gripping drama set 
in an inhumane desert prison of the 1860’s, with 
Sterling Hayden as an innocent convict, Ward Bond 
as the stern commandant. (F) December 


HOUR OF 13, THE—M-G-M: As a clever jewel 
thief in turn-of-the-century London, Peter Lawford 
trails a maniac killer, with Dawn Addams’ help. 
Sprightly melodrama. (F) December 


HURRICANE SMITH—Paramount, Technicolor: 
Slapdash swashbuckler—treasure-hunting, piracy 


and mutiny in the South Seas, with John Ireland, 
Yvonne DeCarlo, James Craig. (F) November 


OPERATION SECRET—Warners: Confused but 
often suspenseful story of the French underground 
and the Red threat. Cornel Wilde, Steve Cochran 
and Phyllis Thaxter play maquis. (F) December 


SECRET PEOPLE—Lippert: British thriller with 
Valentina Cortesa, Audrey Hepburn as refugees 
duped by radical agents. (A) December 


SOMEBODY LOVES ME—Paramount, Technicol- 
or: Betty Hutton’s the whole show in this song- 
filled biography of Blossom Seeley. Ralph Meeker 
plays the singer’s partner-husband. (F) November 


SOMETHING FOR THE BIRDS—-20th Century- 
Fox: Spoof on lobbying, in which Patricia Neal 
upsets Washington to save a bird sanctuary, aided 
by Edmund Gwenn, Victor Mature. (F) December 


STEEL TRAP, THE—20th Century-Fox: Nerve- 
racking suspense. Joseph Cotten as an absconder, 
Teresa Wright as his wife. (F) December 


THIEF, THE—U. A.: Ray Milland scores as a 
traitorous physicist in a dialogueless chase story. 
Trick treatment of the Red-spy plot, with sexy Rita 
Gam appearing briefly. (F) December 


WORLD IN HIS ARMS, THE—U-I, Technicolor: 
Exciting, if obvious, adventure story of early San 
Francisco and Alaska. Gregory Peck’s a tough 
Yankee sea captain; Ann Blyth, a Russian. coun- 
tess. With Anthony Quinn. (F) August 


BACK AT THE FRONT—U.-I: As Mauldin’s famed 
Willie and Joe, Tom Ewell and Harvey Lembeck 
get snared in the reserve call-up. In Tokyo, slinky 
Mari Blanchard makes them the dupes of a smug- 
gling ring. Good for a few laughs. (F) November 


BECAUSE OF YOU—U-I: Loretta Young and 
Jeff Chandler team appealingly in a sobby story 
of a loving mother with a past. (A) December 


GOLDEN HAWK, THE—Columbia, Technicolor: 
Weak sea saga, with Sterling Hayden and Rhonda 
Fleming as rival buccaneers. (F) December 


HORIZONS WEST—U-I, Technicolor: Rock Hud- 
son and Robert Ryan play good brother and bad 
brother in a routine western. (F) December 


UNDER THE RED SEA—RKO: Record of ocean- 
floor exploration by Dr. Hans Hass and his expedi- 
tion, with fascinating shots of coral reefs and 
marine life—and phony touches that keep it from 
rivaling “Kon-Tiki.” (F) Navember 


YANKEE BUCCANEER—U-I, Technicolor: Jeff 
Chandler and Scott Brady look handsome in buc- 
caneer costumes, as U. S. Navy officers whose ship 
is assigned to track down the Caribbean pirate fleet. 
Suzan Ball’s also an eyeful in this over-talkative 
adventure yarn. (F) November 








Are you shy ... timid ... afraid to meet 
and talk with people? If so, here’s good 
news for you! For Elsa Maxwell, the fa- 
mous hostess to world celebrities, has 
written a book packed solid with ways to 
develop poise and self-confidence. 

This wonderful book entitled, Elsa Max- 
well’s Etiquette Book contains the answers 
to all your everyday social problems. By 
following the suggestions given in this 
book you know exactly how to conduct 
yourself on every occasion. Once you are 
completely familiar with the rules of good 
manners you immediately lose your shy- 
— you become your true, radiant 
self. 

Win New Respect 

Win new esteem and respect from your 
friends—men and women alike. Take less 
than five minutes a day. Read one chap- 
ter in this helpful etiquette book in your 
spare time. In a very short period you 
will find yourself with more self-confi- 
dence than you ever dreamed you would 
have. You will experience the wonderful 
feeling of being looked up to and admired. 
Gone will be all your doubts and fears. 


@ Praised by These Famous Hollywood Stars @ 


... now | 


| was afraid of my own shadow 


am the most popular woman in town 
In this book Elsa Maxwell covers every 


You will be living in a new, wonderful 
world. You will never fear your own 
shadow again! 


Go Places—With Good Manners 


Good manners are one of the greatest per- 
sonal assets you can possess. Good jobs, 
new friends, romance, and the chance to 
influence people can be won with good 
manners. Ladies and gentlemen are al- 
ways welcome ... anywhere. And the 
most encouraging thing about good man- 
ners is that anyone can possess them. 


A Gay, Entertaining Book 


Elsa Maxwell’s new book is different from 
the usual dry-as-dust etiquette volume. 
It’s gay! It’s up-to-date! It’s just chock- 
full of the type of information you can 
put to immediate use. It brings you a 
thorough social education, that will en- 
able you to live a richer, happier life. 
Here in clear, straightforward language 
are the answers to all your everyday eti- 
quette problems. Here you find important 
suggestions on good manners in restau- 
rants—in church—in the theatre—on the 
street—and when you travel. 


phase of engagements and weddings. Here 
is everything you need to know about in- 
vitations, gifts, the wedding dress, the 
attendants, the reception, etc. The bride 
who follows the suggestions contained in 
this up-to-date book need have no wed- 
ding fears. She will be radiant in the 
knowledge that her wedding is correct in 
every detail. 


Only $1.00 


The price of this 
book that puts youg@*_ 
at ease no matter 
where you are— 
and opens the door 
to achievement 
and success —costs 
only $1.00. And we 
pay the postage! 
Take advantage of 
this truly remark- 
able bargain. Mail 
coupon below for 
your book—TO- 
DAY. 






“Elsa Maxwell’s blueprint 
for correct social usage as 
revealed in the pages of 
her fine book, are an in- 
spiration to all who enjoy 
gracious living.”’ 


Joan Crawford 


“After reading Elsa Max- 
well’s gay, entertaining 
book on etiquette it is easy 
to understand why she is 
universally popular as a 
hostess and as a friend.” 


Doris Day 


“Here at last is a down-to- 
earth book on etiquette 
that is as breezy and easy- 








to-read as it is practical.’’ 
Gordon MacRae 


“I loved Miss Maxwell's 
book, so interesting and not 
just a dry list of do’s and 
don’ts. It’s delightful, too, 
to look throu a work on 
etiquette which is styled as 
modernly as our life today. 
And I agree with her 100% 
that good manners are one 
of the greatest personal as- 
sets anyone can possess.”’ 


Jeanne Crain 


“Elsa Maxwell’s new book 
is painless. That’s the news 
for anyone who wants the 





lowdown on etiquette but 
wants it interesting. I like 
it. It’s useful. And, it’s good 
reading.” 


Dan Dailey 


“Gay, exciting, amusing... 
those are the words for my 
favorite kind of movie... 
and those are the ones for 
Miss Maxwell’s book. She’s 
lived an interesting life— 
and it jumps out at you so 
briskly from her ages! 
You’ll never find such lively 
reading anywhere on what’s 
right to do when and 
where,”’ 


Mitzi Gaynor 
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Best Acting: Shirley Booth 


However grueling, a good picture is 
exhilarating to make, agree Shirley and 
Burt, Terry and Dick on the film set 


photoplay 
applauds: 


“Come Back, 
Little Sheba’ 


Rough on the emotions but rewarding, this is a story of youth—what it’s like to live it and to lose it 


A wealth of surprises is in store for every mov.e-goer who 
sees “Come Back, Little Sheba.” Based on the !ong-run Broad- 


gradually you discover the reason for his drinking. A small- 


way hit, Hal Wallis’ production for Paramount iniroduces the 
play’s star, Shirley Booth, to movie audiences. Each year, 
guesswork Oscars are handed out pretty freely in advance. But 
nobedy’s arguing about Shirley’s performance. This one will 
be very much in the running, no matter what the competition. 
If you consider Burt Lancaster just an efficient action-film star, 
get set to revise your opinion. If you see Terry Moore only as 
a sunny ingenue, Richard Jaeckel as a naive serviceman, you're 
in for a couple of further jolts. 

This is an intimate drama, drawing you uncomfortably close 
to the lives of its people. As if eavesdropping on neighbors, 
you find Burt celebrating his victory over alcoholism, and 


town chiropractor, he inwardly regrets the medical career he 
gave up when he had to marry his college sweetheart. He 
resents the plump, friendly slattern she has become. But for 
Shirley, that campus romance is no tragic turning point; it’s 
the loveliest time of her life. She remembers it fondly and 
persistently; just so, she keeps hoping her strayed white dog 
will come back, and calls from the porch for the lost Sheba. 

The couple’s life has achieved a precarious balance when 
they take in a college student as boarder. This is Terry—fresh- 
faced, innocent-seeming, but actually a callous little trick who 
has a home-town fiancé and still wants to amuse herself with 
athlete Jaeckel. Burt idealizes her, and his disillusionment 
brings about the terrifying, cleansing climax. 











Casts of Current Pictures 


AGAINST ALL FLAGS—U-1: Brian Hawks, Errol 
Flynn; Spitfire Stevens, Maureen _O’Hara; Capt. 
Roc Brasiliano, Anthony Quinn; Princess Patma, 
Alice Kelley; Miss Molvina MacGregor, Mildred 
Natwick; Jones, John Tully; Harris, John Alderson; 
Gew, Harry Cording; Swaine, Michael Ross. 


BLACK CASTLE, THE—U-I: Count Von Bruno, 
Stephen McNally; Richard Beckett, Richard Greene; 
Elga, Paula Corday; Dr. Meissen, Boris Karloff; 
Gargon, Lon Chaney; Herr Von Melcher, Michael 
Pate; Romley, Tudor Owen; Krantz, Otto Waldis; 
Herr Sticken, John Hoyt; Fonder, Henry Corden. 


BLAZING FOREST, THE—Paramount: Kelly 
Hanson, John Payne; Syd Jessup, William Demarest; 
Jessie Crain, Agnes Moorehead; Joe Morgan, Rich- 
ard Arlen; Sharon Wilks, Susan Morrow; Beans, 
Roscoe Ates; Grace, Lynne Roberts; Ranger, Ewing 
Mitchell; Mar, Walter Reed. 


BLOODHOUNDS OF BROADWAY—20th Cen- 
tury-Fox: Emly Ann _ Stackerlee, Mitzi Gaynor; 
Numbers Foster, Scott Brady; Tessie Sammis, Mitzi 
Green; vonne, Marguerite Chapman; Inspector 
McNamara, Michael O’Shea; Poorly Sammis, Wally 
Vernon; Dave, the Dude, Henry Slate; Ropes Mc- 
Gonigle, George E. Stone; Lookout Louie, Edwin 
Max; Curtaintime Charlie, Richard Allan; Little 
Elida, Sharon Baird; Frankie Ferraccio, Ralph 
Volkie; Pittsburg Philo, Charles Buchinski; Crockett 
Pace, Timothy Carey. 


COME BACK, LITTLE SHEBA—Wallis, Para- 
mount: Doc Delaney, Burt Lancaster; Lola Delaney, 
Shirley Booth; Marie Loring, Terry Moore; Turk 
Fisher, Richard Jaeckel; Ed Anderson, Philip Ober; 
Elmo Huston, Edwin Max; Mrs. Coffman, Liza 
Golm; Bruce, Walter Kelley. 


EIGHT IRON MEN—Columbia: Collucci, Bonar 
Colleano; Carter, Arthur Franz; Mooney, Lee Mar- 
vin; Coke, Richard Kiley; Sapiros, Nick Dennis; 
Ferguson, James Griffith; Muller, Dick Moore; 
Small, George Cooper; Captain Trelawny, Barney 
Phillips; Walsh, Robert Nichols; Lieutenant Crane, 
Richard Grayson; Hunter, Douglass Henderson. 


FACE TO FACE (Two Short Stories)—RKO: 
THE CAPTAIN: The Captain, James Mason; The 
wimmer, Michael Pate; Capt. Archbold, Gene 
Lockhart; 1st Mate, Albert Sharpe; 2nd Mate, Sean 
McClory; Ship’s Cook, Alec Harford. THE SHER- 
IFF OF YELLOW SKY: The Sheriff, Robert 
Preston; The Bride, Marjorie Steele; The Bad Man, 
Minor Watson; The Drummer, Dan Seymour; The 
cone Keeper, Olive Carey; The Prisoner, James 
gee. 


IRON MISTRESS, THE—Warners: Jim Bowie, 
Alan Ladd; Judalon de Bornay, Virginia Mayo; 
Juan Moreno, Joseph Calleia; Ursula de Veramendi, 
Phyllis Kirk; Philippe de Cabanal, Alf Kjellin; 
Narcisse de Bornay, Douglas Dick; “Bloody Jack’’ 
Sturdevant, Tony Caruso; Henri Contrecourt, Ned 
Young; James Audubon, George Voskovec; Rezin 
Bowie, Richard Carlyle; General Cuny, Robert Em- 
hardt, Dr. Cuny, Donald Beddoe; Andrew Mar- 
schalk, Harold Gordon. 


MY PAL GUS—20th Century-Fox: Dave Jennings, 
Richard Widmark; Lydia Marble, Joanne Dru; Joyce, 
Audrey Totter; Gus Jennings, George Winslow; Ivy 
Tolliver, Joan Banks; Farley Norris, Regis Toomey; 
Karl, Ludwig Donath; Polly Pahlman, Ann Morti- 
son; Anna, Lisa Golm; Tommy, Christopher Olsen. 


PLYMOUTH ADVENTURE—M-G-M: Capt. Chris- 
topher Jones, Spencer Tracy; Dorothy Bradford, 
Gene Tierney; John Alden, Van Johnson; William 
Bradford, Leo Genn; Coppin, Lloyd Bridges; Pris- 
cilla Mullins, Dawn Addams; William Brewster, 
Barry Jones; Miles Standish, Noel Drayton; Gilbert 
Winslow, John Dehner; William Button, Tommy 
Ivo; Edward Winslow, Lowell Gilmore. 


PRISONER OF ZENDA, THE—M-G-M: Rudolf 
Rassendyll, King Rudolf V, Stewart Granger; Prin- 
cess Flavia, Deborah Kerr; Rupert of Hentzau, 
James Mason; Col. Zapt, Louis Calhern; Antoinette 
de Mauban, Jane Greer; The Cardinal, Lewis Stone; 
Michael, Duke of Strelsau, Robert Douglas; Fritz 
von Tarlenheim, Robert Coote; Johann, Peter Brocco. 


RAIDERS, THE—U-1: Jan Morrell, Richard Conte; 
Elena Ortega, Viveca Lindfors; Elizabeth Ainsworth, 
Barbara Britton; Hank Purvis, Hugh O’Brian; 
Felipe Ortega, Richard Martin; Marty Smith, Palmer 
Lee; Frank Morrell, William Reynolds; Marshal 
Bill Henderson, William Bishop; Thomas Ainsworth, 
Morris Ankrum; Dick Logan, ae Weaver; Mary 
Morrell, Margaret Field; Welch, John Kellogg. 


STARS AND STRIPES FOREVER—20th Cen- 
tury-Fox: John Philip Sousa, Clifton Webb; Lily, 
Debra Paget; Willie, Robert Wagner; Jennie, Ruth 
Hussey; Col. Randolph, Finlay Currie; Mme. Berns- 
dorf/-Mueller, Benay Venuta; Major Houston, Roy 
Roberts; David Blakely, Tom Browne Henry: Mr. 
Pickering, Lester Matthews; Maid, Maude Prickett; 
Organ Grinder, Erno Verebes; Secretary of Navy, 
Richard Garrick; Music Professor, Romo Vincent; 
Navy Nurse, Florence Shirley; Bass Singer, Delos 
Jewkes: President Harrison, Roy Gordon; Mrs. Har- 
vison, Helen Van Tuyl; Sousa, Jr., Nicholas Koster. 


WAY OF A GAUCHO—20th Century-Fox: Martin, 
Rory Calhoun;- Teresa, Gene Tierney; Salinas, Rich- 
ard Boone; Miguel, Hugh Marlowe; Falcon, Everett 
Sloane; Father Fernandez, Enrique Chaico; Val- 
verde, Jorge Villoldo; Julio, Roland Dumas; Tia 
Maria, Lidia Campos. 
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if he asks you to a house party— know ”) 
(L) Get it in writing () Go as his guest e 


All your gang’s going— and Tom’s heckling 
you to come along. Trouble is (maybe 
you're new in town) —you’ve never met . 
the hostess! Appear at her party as a 
*“‘guest’s guest’? Tain’t proper! A girl 
should have a written invitation. On 
problem days, Kotex invites you to be 
comfortable — with softness that holds its 
shape. You know, this extra-absorbent nap- 
kin’s made to stay soft while you wear it; so 
you stay confident, whatever your plans,” 








' @:sh | 
_ Doyou think a “fascia” is— 

(CJ A lady Fascist (_] Fine for any figure 
You love the “dash” a fascia gives—but 
unless you’re the tall, lean type this broad 
draped cummerbund is not for you. To flatter 
a plumpish midriff, get a narrower style; 
helps boost your height, if you’re pint-sized. 
To hoist your poise (on certain days) get the 

as extra protection Kotex gives. Remember, that 
als this doodler showing signs of — special safety center helps prevent ‘‘accidents.” 
(J The Zodiac (_] Genius (_] Warning 
*‘Ain’t he had no fetchin’ up?’ —this 
tablecloth Michelangelo? Bruising good 
linen doesn’t worry him a bit. Be leery of 
such telltale traits. They’re a warning 
sign: show he’s inconsiderate. And when 
you're buying sanitary protection, sidestep 


telltale outlines— with Kotex. Those flat More women choose KOTEX” 


pressed ends show no sign of a line! Try 


all 3 absorbencies: Regular, Junior, Super. than all other sanitary napkins 








emer ce mee ee em mc cr ee ee ee ee ee we we" REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. 


How to prepare for ‘“‘certain” days? 
(_] Circle your calendar = [(_] Perk up your wardrobe _[_| Buy a new belt 


Before “‘that”’ time, be ready! All 3 answers can help. But to assure 
extra comfort, buy a new Kotex sanitary belt. Made with soft-stretch 
elastic —this strong, lightweight sanitary belt’s non-twisting . . . 
non-curling. Stays flat even after many washings. Dries pronto! So 
don’t wait: buy a new Kotex belt now. Buy two —for a change! 
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SOAP BOX: 


. . . | especially liked the article, “I Want 
Women to Like Me,” by Marilyn Monroe... I 
hope ... this opens the eyes of some of those 
jealous women gossipers who do nothing but 
criticize her. I'd like her to remain just as she 
is—a great actress and a beautiful and honest 
woman ... Marilyn, this is one gal who loves 
yOu... 

Fexic1a MAssie 
Chicago Heights, Illinois 


. . . always wondered what distracted from 
Debbie Reynolds’ looks . . . it’s her hair. She 
needs a poodle cut. 

Rose Mary LANGLOIS 
Rochester, New York 


... the movies, “Detective Story” and “Scar- 
amouche.” In these two pictures, the one that 
really stood out was Eleanor Parker . . . has 
the beauty, charm and acting ability of Lana 
Turner, Liz Taylor and Betty Grable all com- 
bined... 

Cecit1a LINDNER 
Cleghorn, Iowa 


Barbara Bates 
tlle: om. 


. .» Do you know who’s a dream doll in this 
movie colony? It’s that Barbara Bates. Why 
doesn’t Hollywood give her bigger and better 
roles? ... 

Dick WILLIAMS 
Santa Monica, California 


Taking a poll of the girls with whom I work 
(telephone operators), I find . . . we all go, at 
least once a week to a movie, but we just 
aren't the ones who write fan letters . . . Our 
favorites are slipping away... 

. . go for Louis Hayward . . . would like 
to see him in a modern romance. We'd like 
David Wayne ... in a few more “Adam’s 
Ribs” . . . Kenneth Tobey . . . should only 
know how many pulses he made race. And 
what happened to Gail Russell and Dane 
Clark? We, the silent . . . want our favorites 
back. 

Lois Poxon 
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 


readers t€.e- 


I am saddened by the news of the death of 
a very dear friend, Susan Peters. No, I didn’t 
know her personally, but from the very first 
time I saw her on the screen . . . she became 
not only a very, very dear friend but one of 
my favorite actresses. ... I read of her hunt- 
ing accident and her life in a wheel chair. I 
began to pray that day for a friend who never 
gave up, but went on to bring happiness and 
encouragement to others who were also in 
wheelchairs. . . . No actress will forever be 
remembered with as much pride, happiness and 
love . he woman is gone but the memory 
of her courage and her acts of kindness will 
never die... 
Grace CALDWELL 
Austin, Texas 


I have subscribed to your good magazine for 
more years than I care to remember, and have 
always found it full of very interesting and de- 
lightful stories . . . However, I feel I must 
voice my disapproval of the disgustingly re- 
vealing photographs . . . in your November 
issue of some of the . . . stars in the high- 
fashion, low-cut strapless evening gowns (and 
one in a bathing suit). . . . Needless to say, 
the movie magazine is very popular . . . with 
the younger generation . . . and this sort of 
thing does more harm than good... 

Marietta SIMONS 
Akron, Ohio 


... here is a list compiled by some girls in 
my town of the ten sexiest men in Hollywood. 
This order does not necessarily imply going 
from most to least! 

Montgomery Clift, Peter Lawford, Mel Fer- 
rer, Stewart Granger, Hugh Marlowe, Farley 
Granger, John Ireland, Ricardo Montalban, 
John Dall, Dale Robertson. 

A Cotorapo Steapy READER 
Fort Collins, Colorado 


CASTING: 


I think some studio should remake a picture 
of the thrilling and wonderful book, “The Scar- 
let Pimpernel.” Gregory Peck would be won- 
derful in the male:lead and Ava Gardner as 
his leading lady. 

Janet Jones 
Decatur, Illinois 


I suggest Louis Jourdan for the role of De- 
metrius in “The Robe.” He would be perfect. 
Since Tyrone Power doesn’t like costume pic- 
tures, how about Anthony Steele or Marlon 
Brando for Marcellus? 

Pat KiLpurr 
Baltimore, Maryland 


One picture that has been outstanding in my 
mind and that I saw many years ago is “A 
Tale of Two Cities.” I think it would really be 
a hit in Technicolor with, say, stars like Robert 
Taylor and Anne Baxter. 

Jean Hotmes 
Columbus Grove, Ohio 


After Jane Powell has had her second baby, 
why don’t they cast her and Gene Nelson in a 
real good musical? They'd make a wonderful 
pair for this type of movie. 

Betty Day 
Warren, Ohio 


QUESTION BOX: 


Could you please tell me who played Wiley 
Post in “The Story of Will Rogers”? I thought 
he was very good and deserves more parts. 

CHARLENE HOLMES 
Worcester, Massachusetts 


Noah Beery, Jr., whose famous father thrilled 
last generation’s moviegoers. He was bitsy in 
westerns before he played Wiley Post.—ED. 


I’ve just seen “Lure of the Wilderness” with 
Jeffry Hunter and Jean Peters. It was a won- 
derful movie . . . but it seems I’ve seen the 
film somewhere before. Could it have been 
made back in the forties with Dana Andrews, 
Joan Leslie and Walter Brennan. . .? 

Winston May 
Mammoth Spring, Arkansas 


You’re right. It was called “Swamp Water,” 
but Anne Baxter was the girl, and not Joan 
Leslie as you wrote-—ED 


Recently, I saw “Miracle of Our Lady of 
Fatima” and enjoyed it very much. Can you 
tell me if Virginia Gibson was in it? 

CaroL ANN TARANTINO 
Denver, Colorado 


No, though she was scheduled to play The 
Voice, there was a later cast change.—ED. 


I just saw the movie, “Lovely to Look At” 
and I wondered if Kathryn Grayson does all 
her own singing. It looked as if her lips 
weren't moving with the words. 

Sanpra M. 
Delavan, Wisconsin 


Kathryn Grayson always does her own sing- 
ing. But in this, as in all musicals, the songs 
are recorded separately from the action. That’s 
why occasionally the lips don’t seem to match 
the words.—ED. 


Could you kindly tell me how many persons 
have played Tarzan—and their names? 
Wise Jorpan 
Carthage, Texas 


There have been ten Tarzans over thirty-five 
years. Elmo Lincoln was the first, Lex Barker 
is the present, and the in-betweens have in- 
cluded Buster Crabbe, Glenn Morris. Bruce 
Bennett and Johnny Weissmuller.—ED. 


Could you please give me some information 
on the man who played Junior in the picture, 
“Sudden Fear,” with Joan Crawford. I think 





Address letters to this department to Readers Inc., Photoplay, 205 East 42nd Street, 
New York 17, New York. However, our space is limited. And much as we would 
like to we cannot promise to publish, return or reply to all letters we receive. 













he is a wonderful player. Where can I get his 

photo? Is he making any more pictures? 
Jean YATES 
Hudson, New York 


That was Touch Conners. Touch isn’t his 
real name; he changed it for picture pur- 
poses. He is married to the former Mary Lou 
Willey—and their friends call them Touch 
and Go! You can get a photo of him by 
writing to the RKO Studios in Hollywood. He’il 


be in a new movie soon.—ED. 


In many of the current magazines, including 
Photoplay, it shows stars opening and an- 
swering fan mail. And it always has the 
young stars like Tab Hunter, Lori Nelson, 
Joan Evans and others thanking people. But 
it never gives their addresses. What I'd like 
to know is how to obtain their home addresses. 

Caro. Po.ick 
Great Falls, Montana 


Unfortunately, we cannot give their home 
addresses. But mail which you write to them 
at their studios is sure to reach them.—ED. 


“Duel at Silver Creek” was a wonderful pic- 
ture. Throughout it...I had my eye on 
that doll who was Johnny Sombrero. Would 
you please print a picture . . . and some in- 
formation .. . 

Evetyn LINEAL 
Brooklyn, New York 


That was Eugene Iglesias. He’s been in show 
business since he was seven—radio, stage, con- 
cert halls, movies. Born in Puerto Rico, he 
once recited voodoo poems with drums in New 
York’s Carnegie Hall.—ED. 





Lyle Bettger 









Eugene Iglesias 


I just saw “The Greatest Show on Earth” 
and I would like to know who the man was 
who played the part of Klaus, the elephant 
trainer. 

Napine Hotyrietp 
Oklahoma City, Oklahoma 


Blue-eyed Philadelphian Lyle Bettger, who 
likes to sing Christmas carols. His favorite dish 


is fish and chips. Made his first film, “No Man 
of Her Own,” in 1950. He’s married, and has 





two children.—ED., 


NEW IMPROVED 
VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 


NORFORMS 


v TESTED by Doctors 
v TRUSTED by Women 


ow Easier, surer protection for 
your most intimate marriage problem 








1. ANTISEPTIC (Protection from germs) 
Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! 
A highly perfected new formula actually 
combats ger ms right in the vaginal tract. The 
exclusive new base melts at body temper- 
ature, forming a powerful, protective film 
that permits effective, long-lasting action. 
Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. DEQDORANT (Protection from odor) . 
Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic 
and found to be more effective than any- 
thing it had ever used. Norforms are pow- 
erfully deodorant—they eliminate (rather 
than cover up) unpleasant or embarrassing 
odors, and yet have no ““medicine”’ or 
“disinfectant” odor themselves. 


3. CONVENIENT (So easy to use) es 
Norforms are small vaginal suppositories 
that are so easy and convenient to use, 
Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or 
measuring. They’re greaseless and they 
keep in any climate. Your druggist has 
them in boxes of 12 and 24. 


ALSO AVAILABLE IN CA NADA 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


ae : -31 
t mail this coupon to: Dept. PH 3 
Norwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y. 
Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a 
plain envelope. 
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VVVV OUTSTANDING VVV VERY GOOD 


Best Acting: James Mason 


Getting wind of rescue plans, the scheming James Mason figures 
he’d better visit the dungeon where Stewart Granger is captive 


Timothy Carey, Mitzi Gaynor’s backwoods beau, tries to convince 
Scott Brady and Wally Vernon to start heading home to Broadway 


As a couple of tired dogfaces, Bonar Colleano and Arthur Franz 
scan the machine-gun-raked street outside their temporary home 


YY GOOD 


THE PRISONER OF ZENDA 
(M-G-M, TECHNICOLOR) 


This new version of the famous mythical- 

VV |. ; : 1 
(F) kingdom romance vis turned out in ful - 
—*+—! blown elegance. It’s light without poking 
fun at the time-honored to-do over who'll get the 
throne of Ruritania and the hand of the future 
queen. Stewart Granger cuts a splendid figure as 
both the tippling king and the debonair Englishman 
who doubles for him after he’s been drugged on 
coronation eve. His love scenes with Deborah Kerr 
(the perfect fairy-tale princess) are quite affecting 
in their high-minded way. But James Mason gaily 
steals the picture. Of course, his billing indicates 
that he’s supposed to; Rupert of Hentzau always 
was the choice role in this story. As the rogue equal- 
ly adept with knife, rapier, blunt instrument, bright 
remark and doublecross, Mason’s a delight to watch. 


Verdict: Blithe escape into graceful adventure 


BLOODHOUNDS OF BROADWAY 
(20TH CENTURY-FOX, TECHNICOLOR) 


f | As the stage proved with “Guys and Dolls,” 
VWVWV | . ; 
| (F) | Damon Runyon’s raffish world makes a nice 


—*— setting for a musical. Scott Brady fits into 
this fictitious Broadway society neatly as a big-shot 


bookie, and Mitzi Gaynor, as a hillbilly belle, is the 
conventional innocent whose trustfulness softens 
hard characters. Subconsciously in love with his 
Georgia protégée, Scott’s on the spot; his regular 
doll (Marguerite Chapman), who “spells love 
m-i-n-k,” will be sure to tell the law all if he walks 
out on her. In the bookie’s entourage, Wally Vernon, 
Edwin Max and Mitzi Green mouth the Runyon lingo 
to the most amusing effect. The winning enthusiasm 
of the Gaynor song-and-dance style gets full play, 
with moppet Sharon Baird collaborating entranc- 
ingly on the first number, attractive Richard Allan 
on others. Music and story are in neat balance. 


Verdict: Tuneful carryings-on of babes and bookies 


EIGHT IRON MEN 
(COLUMBIA) 


VV If this story of one day on the Italian front 
F) had been filmed six or seven years ago, its 
iL impact would have been a good deal 
stronger. It’s timely enough; these tired, bored, 
nerve-worn soldiers could be fighting anywhere, from 
Troy to Korea. But earlier movies have made us too 
familiar with the guy from Brooklyn, the kid, the 
leader harrowed by responsibility. And it’s to this 
movie’s credit that its men seem so individualized, 
their talk so true and deceptively casual (though 
there’s too much of it). Among the platoon due for 
relief but held up by one bumbling G.I. who’s gotten 
himself trapped in a shell hole, there are no star 
roles. But Bonar Colleano stands out as the Brooklyn 
type, with Lee Marvin scoring as the sergeant and 
Richard Kiley and Arthur Franz doing good jobs. 
The rest of the cast also underplays skillfully. 


Verdict: Realistic war interlude, short on action 


For brief reviews of current pictures see page 14 
For complete casts of new pictures see page 17 

































































(F) FAMILY (A) ADULTS ONLY 


FACE TO FACE 
(RKO) 


VY Following a new trend, a pair of filmed 

(F) short stories is tied up in one picture- 
—~— package. The first story, Conrad’s “The 
Captain,” is a dreary, would-be philosophical sea- 
faring incident; James Mason, a captain with his 
first command, gives refuge on his ship to a man 
accused of murder. But Crane’s “The Sheriff 
of Yellow Sky” is an enchanting blend of humor. 
ruefulness and suspense. Call it a comedy com- 
panion piece to “High Noon,” sketching the death 
of the Wild West. The town bum (Minor Watson) is 
on a spree, reverting to his own and the town’s lusty 
youth. Nobody can keep him from shooting up the 
joint except sheriff Robert Preston, who’s on a 
train, bringing home his bride (pretty, wholesome 
Marjorie Steele), awed by the luxury of the trip. 


Verdict: Two-story film, with one fine episode 





THE IRON MISTRESS 
(WARNERS, TECHNICOLOR) 


VY A lively adventure tale of the early Nine- 
(F) teenth Century casts Alan Ladd as young 
— Jim Bowie, inventor of the knife referred 
to in the film’s title. A proud backwoodsman, he 
comes to New Orleans in the colorful era of the 
code duello, and stays to make his fortune, so that 
he may win the heart of a lovely flirt. Infatuation 
blinds him to the lady’s true character, but Virginia 
Mayo, returning to the handsome-hussy routine she 
does so well, leaves the audience in no doubt. Seems 
odd to complain about a shortage of sex in a movie, 
but this one could have used a bit more, to explain 
its hero’s love for such a worthless female. But it’s 
Ladd’s best action film in a long while; dueling 
scenes are full of excitement. Joseph Calleia’s a 
suave heavy, but Phyllis Kirk hardly suits her 
senorita role as Alan’s consolation prize. 


Verdict: Dashing yarn of old-time New Orleans 


PLYMOUTH ADVENTURE 
(M-G-M, TECHNICOLOR) 


y, No stuffy history-book essay, the movie 
(F) saga of the Mayflower voyage boasts a big 
cast headed by Spencer Tracy, Gene Tier- 

ney, Leo Genn and Van Johnson. But a straggling 
narrative cuts down the intended dramatic power. 
Convincing details put you right aboard the tiny 
ship, to share cramped quarters, short rations, ill- 
ness and the dangers of the autumn Atlantic. As the 
cynical captain who considers his human cargo a 
pack of fools, Tracy has the fattest assignment and 
—not quite the easy performer he used to be—seems 
conscious of the fact. He and Gene are involved in 
one of the love stories; as the wife of William Brad- 
ford (Genn), she fights against the captain’s hold 
over her. Van and Dawn Addams share the lighter 
romance of John Alden and Priscilla. Below Metro’s 
high standard, the color suggests travel postcards. 


Verdict: Attempt to humanize the Pilgrim story 
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Best Direction: Bretaigne Windust 





Sheriff Robert Preston, handyman Minor Watson and saloon-keep- 
er Olive Carey share a reminiscing session about the bad old days 





Though Virginia Mayo has jilted Alan Ladd, he is ready to help 
her weak husband (Alf Kjellin), fleeced by river-boat gamblers 





The voyage to the New World affects the marital relationship of 
Pilgrim leader Leo Genn and the would-be faithful Gene Tierney 


Let’s go to the movies 





Stars and Stripes Forever 
(20th Century-Fox, Technicolor) 


Many a musical has been tripped up by 
stray chunks of plot that keep interrupting 
the music. This one gets around the barrier 
handily; it has nothing that can be prop- 
erly called a plot, simply an amiable, 
rambling account of a famous man’s life. 
As John Philip Sousa, bandleader and 


Clifton kibitzes on Bob and Debra 


foremost composer of march tunes, Clifton 
Webb hides behind a beard and a pair of 
pince-nez to re-create a pompous, warm- 
hearted musician. Ruth Hussey’s familiar 
role of quizzical, devoted wife sketches in 
Sousa’s home background. 

Bob Wagner has his biggest chance as 
the self-assured youngster who joins the 
Marines to get into Sousa’s band and is 
also in the civilian band that later stages 
triumphal tours. Debra Paget does a per- 
sonality switch as an 1890's version of the 
strip-tease artist, who becomes Bob’s secret 
bride. Her songs and dances show a vivac- 
ity you wouldn't expect. Filled with 
spirited march music, the picture returns 
you to a sunny period in American history, 
clouded only by a small-scale war. 
Verdict: Genial fun in four-four time 
VV (F) 
Cinerama 


(Cinerama Productions, Eastman Kodak color, 
print by Technicolor) 


With no story, a series of spectacular 
sequences shows off an amazing new film 
technique, sure to overwhelm even the most 
blasé movie-goer. After the New York un- 
veiling in October, plans were quickly 
made to equip theatres in other cities for 
the Cinerama process. Its three huge 
curved screens fill almost your whole field 
of vision; you feel yourself projected into 
the middle of the action, riding in a roller- 
coaster, soaring over the scenic wonders of 


America, following aquaplanes through 
cypress gardens, seeing a performance at 
La Scala Opera House in Milan. Lowell 
Thomas introduces Cinerama and voices 
the commentary. 

For outdoor epics and musical spec- 
iacles, the process will surely be of tremen- 
dous value. But, judging from the shots of 
Thomas in his living room, it doesn’t seem 
calculated to add any force to the more 
intimate human dramas. And it has the 
handicap of mimicking the stage too close- 
ly. The movies’ most important distinction 
has always been their selectivity; the direc- 


_ tor shows you only what he wants to show 


you: his camera becomes your eyes. With 
Cinerama’s vast triple screen, he’d have 
the same task as the stage director—to 
handle every detail of the action so that 
you would look where he wants you to look. 
You can’t look directly at the whole screen 
at once. In this first exhibition, it doesn’t 
matter where your eyes stray, but if a 
story were being told, this would become 
a vital problem. However, Cinerama is a 
remarkable experience, which left this re- 
viewer giddy and half-bemused. 

Verdict: Brand-new movie-going adventure 


VVVY (F) 


The Blazing Forest 


(Paramount, Technicolor) 


The grandeur of the redwoods and the 
dangers of the logger’s trade provide a 
promising background for an action pic- 
ture, and the promise is realized in this 
John Payne vehicle. Payne’s acting style 
seems more flexible than usual in his role 
of tough foreman hired to boss a hurry-up 
logging job. Always a shrewd performer, 
Agnes Moorehead’s the forthright farm 
woman who wants to sell her timber so 
that she and her niece can go to the city. 
Susan Morrow, as the niece, is so fresh 
and comely that even her slight awkward- 
ness with dialogue is ingratiating. Older 
hands like Richard Arlen and William 
Demarest help to make the tense situations 
convincing, Arlen as the no-good brother 
who is Payne’s burden, Demarest as the 
crippled veteran logger whose cocksure- 
ness gets the whole gang into trouble. 


Verdict: Neat and breezy outdoor melo 
VVWY (F) 


My Pal Gus 
(20th Century-Fox) 


To present Richard Widmark as a candy 
manufacturer engaged in bringing up a 
little son seems offbeat casting. But the 
part turns out to be typically Widmark, 
that of the cynic who finally sheds his 
shell. A self-made man, he’s so intent on 
piling up more money that he has devoted 
too little time to his boy. A nursery-school 


teacher (Joanne Dru) brings father and 
son closer together, and is quickly winning 
Widmark’s heart when the boy’s worthless 
mother (Audrey Totter) returns to make 
trouble. Many of the picture’s_heart- 
tugging devices are pretty obvious—but 
effective, thanks to Widmark’s talent and 
the unaffected appeal of little, tough-guy 
George Winslow (baby baritone of “Room 
for One More”). 

Verdict: Engaging story of parental love 
VY (F) 


Against All Flags 
(U-I, Technicolor) 


Even its makers seem to have had little 
respect for this pirate film, so carelessly is 
it slapped together. With such an approach, 
Errol Flynn is at home; he plays most of 
his roles as if confidentially telling the 
audience, “We all know this is a lot of 
nonsense.” Here Errol’s a British Navy 
officer who pretends to desert in order to 
carry on an undercover campaign against 
the pirates holed up on Madagascar. Mau- 
reen O’Hara swashbuckles through her 
lady-buccaneer assignment as if  bur- 
lesquing her “Quiet Man” performance. 
Also on deck are Anthony Quinn as the 
villain of the piece and Alice Kelley as a 
nitwitted captive princess. Mildred Nat- 
wick, much too good an actress to waste 
her efforts on such goings-on, is seen ‘as 
the Scottish governess to the princess and 
a bevy of harem beauties. 

Verdict: Ramshackle melodrama of piracy 


(F) 


Way of a Gaucho 
(20th Century-Fox, Technicolor) 


Inevitably, in a story of Argentina’s cow- 
boys, there’s a strong resemblance to the 
traditional western. But something alien 
about the shapes of the magnificent Andes 
and the colors of the pampas tells you that 
you're thousands of miles from our own 
lone prairie. An American troupe headed 
by Gene Tierney and Rory Calhoun went to 
Argentina to film this re-creation of the 
gauchos’ wild, free life, changed by the 
advent of law and order. 

Rory’s black-browed good looks make 
him visually believable as the hero whose 
rebellion against all discipline turns him 
into a hunted outlaw. But the illusion’s 
smashed whenever his untrained voice is 
heard. Gene is romantically beautiful as 
the noble lady who shares the outlaw’s mis- 
fortunes. The acting department is better 
taken care of by Everett Sloane, as Rory’s 
sly companion, and Richard Boone, as a 
stern officer. Hugh Marlowe has little 
opportunity as Calhoun’s closest friend, a 
gentle pampas-dweller. 

Verdict: Stately-paced drama of Argentina 
VVWY ‘F) 
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The Black Castle 
(U-1) 


The title’s a complete tip-off on this mild 
chiller. Both in search of revenge, Richard 
Greene and Stephen McNally wander 
through an Austrian castle that’s stylishly 
equipped with dungeons, a crocodile pit, a 
cage for the man-eating leopard, and cor- 
ridors almost as labyrinthine as the plot. 
Though most of the action takes place in 
McNally’s hideaway, those revenge mo- 
tives date back to a past African hunting 
trip. Paula Corday, as McNally’s un- 
happy wife, is the lady in distress, ripe 
for rescue. Naturally, Boris Karloff is on 
hand, but since he’s gone soft and can 
no longer be depended upon for fiendish 
behavior, Lon Chaney looms up at in- 
tervals for extra menace. 

Verdict: Not very horrible horror film 
Y (F) 


The Raiders 
(U-I, Technicolor) 


Conventional in design, this western 
proceeds briskly through the adventures 
of despoiled settlers who turn bandits in 
order to ruin the claim-jumpers’ leader. 
With appropriate grimness, Richard Conte 
plays the hero out to avenge the murder of 
his wife and brother. Viveca Lindfors’ 
Scandinavian accent is supposed to sound 
Mexican, and she’s further handicapped by 
an unbecoming hair-do and the chore of 
pleading with Conte to stop all this vio- 
lence. What audience will sympathize with 
a girl who wants to bring the action to a 
standstill? Barbara Britton’s an alternate 





Conte hears Viveca beg for peace 


heroine, innocent daughter of veteran vil- 
lain Morris Ankrum, and William Bishop 
appears briefly as the honest sheriff duped 
by Ankrum. 

Verdict: Solid fare for horse-opera fans 


VY 






































Something wonderful happens 


when you see 
Samuel Goldwyn’s 


new musical wonderfilm 
“HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN” 






Something wonderful happens 
because out of the romantic 
life of the greatest storyteller 
of them all ... and from the fab- 
ulous and unforgettable tales he told 
... Samuel Goldwyn has created some- 
thing more than a motion picture . . . some- 
thing off the beaten path of entertainment 
as we know it... a multi-million dollar 
Technicolor musical that’s all song and 
dance and love and joy! 
Yes, something wonderful hap- 
pens—and it happens to you— 
when you see 


“‘Hans Christian Andersen”’! 


8 WONDERFUL SONG HITS! 
“No Two People”,“Anywhere I Wander”, 
“Thumbelina”, “Wonderful Copenhagen” 
eee and more 
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Joey Walsh watches Danny Kaye 
(Hans) making ballet slippers for 
Jeanmaire, wife of Farley Granger 


photoplay sneak previews: 


“Hans Christian Andersen” 


Around Hollywood they’re saying that 
the new Goldwyn production, “Hans Chris- 
tian Andersen,” is the last of the superco- 
lossal productions, for it cost something 
like a colossal $4,000,000 to make. The 
fact is, “Hans” will probably point the 
way to the most successful motion pictures 
of the future, for it is just what the public’s 
been ordering in the way of entertainment. 
The picture has song, dance and spectacle, 
all woven into an appealing story. Not in 
any sense a screen biography, the movie is 
instead an attempt to catch on film the 
same delightful feeling listeners get in 
hearing Andersen’s fairy tales. 

Danny Kaye plays the title role, that of 
a cobbler run out of a small Danish town 


in 1830 for contributing to the delinquency 
of children by telling them fairy tales. 
Going to Copenhagen, the ex-cobbler meets 
a ballerina (Jeanmaire) who makes him 
famous by interpreting his tales on the 
stage. Hans falls in love with the balle- 
rina, but when he learns she is happily 
married to her director (Farley Granger), 
he returns to his native town. But his fame 
has spread everywhere now, and he is wel- 
comed back as a hero. 

Danny Kaye has ten new songs in the 
film, songs especially written for him by 
Frank Loesser, composer of “Slow Boat to 
China” and “Bushel and a Peck.” It’s a 
very safe bet that at least three of the songs 
from “Hans” will be Hit Paraders. 


A perfectionist, Farley rehearsed 
many weeks for his dancing scenes 
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ERSKINE JOHNSON 
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Talking about an actor known for his 
vivolo tactics, Frank Fontaine said, “He's 
a guy who dances check to check.” 


Marquee eye-opener: 
“Three for Bedroom C°—"Clash by 


Night” 


“Hollywood.” says John Lucas, “is a 
place where it's easy to make money first 
and tough to make it last.” 


Jack Benny brought this story back from 
London: A reindeer went into a bar and 
ordered a scotch. which cost him a dollar. 
The bartender said. “It's very unusual see- 
ing a reindeer in here.” The animal 
snapped. “At these prices, you probably 
won't ever see one again.” 


Overheard at Ciro’s: 

He: What happened to that crazy blonde 
your husband used to run around with? 

She: 1 dyed my hair! 


Alan Wilson says he knows a psychiatrist 
who's treating so many emotional movie 
queens that he is going to enter his couch 
for an Academy Award. 





\ line from the script of “The Redhead 
from Wyoming” explains the shapely dance- 
hall girls who work for Maureen O'Hara: 

“These may not be fallen women, but 
they've certainly done a lot of stumbling.” 


Me hile in Paris. Milton Berle went to the J 


Folies Bergere. When the nude beauties 

pranced out onto the stage. he turned and COV 
whispered to his companion. “You see 

that's what the public wants—new faces!” 


ao o& ‘oud Absorbs Like A Lotion... Softens Like A Cream! 

ie 
Syn” % Yow—in just 10 seconds! “Oe vaper Hands” are s “ 
‘ Ste Now—in just 10 seconds! . . .“‘Sandy per Hand are smoothed 


and softened to lovely “Caressable Hands” with lanolin-enriched 


\ a» ie | Cashmere Bouquet Hand Lotion! Your thirsty skin seems to 


mya — 
\| \ drink up Cashmere Bouquet—it dries without stickiness, 
| \ \ leaves your hands so caressably smoother, softer, younger- 
| looking! And of course. they're romantically scented with 


, he famous Cashmere Be +t “fragrance me rel = 
Bob Crosby makes a gag appearance with oe ashmere Bouquet “fragrance men love”! 


Brother Bing in “Road to Bali.” Here's the 


su Hg and Dol Lamen a mating | | MEW Cashmore Bouquet 
, gle , ob IS OU a 
i rench Type Non-Smear Lipstick! 


from behind a tree carrying a big rifle. 
“Now?” He asks Bing. &@ “at f 
“Now.” says Bing. iS M / = 
Bob points the gun into the air. fires. and ke Stoy - ighb a — 


immediately disappears into the jungle. 


= g 
ime diately , | SY / 
Bing explains to the wide-eyed Dottie. “ OS Or: 
“Il always promised my brother a shot in , 4 Sl and 
one of my pictures,” ! % 
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FALL D 


padded one 


...add this marvelous new Jantzen ‘plus bra’’ fo your 
life... and suddenly you're wonderful... with lovely 
new curves...and lovely new rhythm...and the 
loveliest new pride in your figure. The “plus contours” 
Colac al-M lle |aliccimellarele]iiMatlolel-imm oll Male al miami lati eles 
no ridges to show. Finest broadcloth or silky absorbent 


nylon, A and B cups, sizes 32 to 38...3.95...strapless 5.95. 


What 
should 
I do? 


YOUR LETTERS ANSWERED 


Dear Miss Colbert: 

I think my problem is a little different 
from most, but I feel you will be able to 
understand it. [m twenty, my boy friend is 
overseas, and | work the night shift in a 
defense plant. We are both saving ou 
money for the time he comes home and we 
can get married. 

I explain all this so you will know that 
I am not interested in other romantic en- 
tanglements. 

I ride in a car pool. The ride was lined 
up by a friend in my department whose 
brother is the driver. One night he asked 
me to stay in the car and talk awhile. 

We talked about books, movies, world 
events, sports—everything. And I want you 
to know that was the limit of our friend- 
ship: conversation. 

In talking to his sister one day, I learned 
that he was married and his wife was ex- 
pecting a child. That night I asked the man 
why he had never talked about his home 
life, and he said it was because he and his 
wife didn’t always get along well, but that 
airing one’s domestic problems didn’t solve 
anything, and was undignified. 

Now I have been transferred to the day 
shift, so I no longer see this man. However, 
from getting to know him I feel that I know 
his wife and that I would enjoy her. I have 
learned that she is considered “difficult,” 
but I think that is because people don't 
try to understand her, as I feel I do. 

Do you think it would be all right for me 
to call on her some evening? She is alone 
a lot, of course, and | think she might wel- 
come a new friend who could be sincere. 


Althea W. 







Dear Miss W: 

I don’t think you understand yourself. 
And I’m afraid that this man’s wife might 
understand you all too well. 

It seems to me that. subconsciously, you 
are in love with this man. This isn’t your 
fault, and you shouldn't blame yourself: 
these things happen innocently sometimes. 
However. the more quickly you realize the 
situation. and eliminate him from your 
thoughts and life completely. the better off 
you are going to be, 

The reason you want to meet his wife is 
based on the natural human compulsion to 
face and estimate the opposition. If you are 
wise. you will not call upon this man’s wife 
or, in any way. evidence interest in him. 

Each of us. at one time or another. has 
caught a glimpse of a wonderful experience 
that might have been. It’s like a sunset: 
something to enjoy and remember. but 
nothing to own or keep. 

Claudette Colbert 


Dear Miss Colbert: 

I like your frankness in’ answering 
questions, so I've decided to come to you. 
I met my husband during the war and 








































BY CLAUDETTE COLBERT 


dated him only a month or two before he 
was sent overseas. I promised to write every 
day, and I was faithful in this for about a 
year. Then I met another boy whom I liked 
a lot and stopped writing to Maynard. Im- 
mediately he began to bombard me with 
letters, asking why I didn’t write. 

When he came back from overseas, he 
rushed me into marriage. I might have 
waited for Joe, except that he had never 
said anything about love or marriage. How- 
ever, when | was carrying my second child, 
Joe came to see me and said he was sorry 
he hadn't spoken up before I was married, 
but at that time he had been confused about 
the future and—his own feelings. 

In the meantime I had discovered that 
my husband was unreliable about money 
matters: we are in debt all the time, yet 
my husband buys anything he wants and 
slaps me when I complain. 

I have no skill, outside of keeping house, 
so I would never be able to take care of 
myself and my three youngsters if I left my 
husband. Do you think I would be foolish 
to be thinking about Joe, and wondering if 
he might be the loving mate with whom 
1 could rebuild my life? 

From your experience with those who 
have written to you. can you see a solution? 

Janice F. 


Dear Mrs. F: 

Have you ever heard of “extra-sensory” 
perception? It consists of one person being 
aware of the attitude of another without 
words having been spoken, without concise 
attitudes having been framed. 

When your husband married you, I as- 
sume that he loved you very much. How- 
ever, it is sensible to presume that almost 
from the first, you permitted yourself to 
think about the other man. Perhaps you 
thought. whenever some mannerism of your 
husband’s annoyed you, “It would have 
been different with Joe.” 

Your husband may never have known, con- 
sciously, that a barrier existed between you. 
yet he must have become subconsciously 
aware of it. and he reacted in the only way 
in which many an ordinary man reacts: he 
became critical of you: he indulged him- 
self: he tried in foolish ways to compensate 
for lack of the devoted unity, which is an 
essential part of happy marriage. 

I believe you should bear in mind that it 
is easy for a single man to confess to a mar- 
ried woman that he wishes he had spoken 
up years earlier. It is easy flattery which 
costs him nothing, and usually has no basis 
in honorable intention. 

At your age, you should have dismissed 
the idle dreams of a teenager. You have a 
husband, a home, three children. Your duty 
is clear. Why don’t you re-read some of the 
letters your husband wrote to you when he 
was overseas? Why don’t you dream of him, 
his good qualities, his (Continued on page 72) 
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A few days after this picture was taken, Lana 
Turner and Fernando Lamas ended their engagement. 
“It’s just one of those things,” said Lana. “We’re still 
friends, but as far as romance is concerned, that’s out.” 

Only recently had Hollywood begun to suspect that 
a rift was inevitable. It was rumored that Fernando 
had said that he and Lana.quarreled too much, that 
his primary interest was his career and he didn’t feel 
that he could consider matrimony at this time. 

There were also stories of Fernando’s jealousy. 
At the Marion Davies party, he nearly came to blows 










with another leading man who, he thought, was paying 
too much attention to Lana. Peace was made that 
evening. But the public announcement of the break- 
up followed the next day. Then Lana began stepping 
out with Lex Barker. Fernando squired Arlene Dahl. 

M-G-M, where Lana and Lamas were due to co- 
star in “Latin Lovers,” at first took no side, saying, 
“It is a personal matter between them.” A few days 
later, however, the studio, wise to Hollywood ro- 
mances—and feuds, announced a change of casting, 
Ricardo Montalban for Lamas as the Latin lover. 





In the happiness corner: Joan Evans, at top, 
with new husband, Kirby Weatherly, adds a 
honeymoon glow to Joan Crawford's party 


Mona Freeman, center, and Hedda Hopper re- 
lax at Motion Picture Relief Fund party. 
Hedda’s now on tour plugging her new book 


Ricardo Montalban, romantic in costume, 
welcomes Elaine Stewart to the “Sombrero” 
set. She’s in “Everything | Have Is Yours” 


Game called—auntil Marilyn takes her seat! The 
Monroe scored a hit when she appeared at Hol- 
lywood’s “Out of This World Series” ballgame 


CAL YORK’S GOSSIP OF HOLLYWOOD 
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Beauty at the feast: In balloon-decked tent backstage, Jeanne Crain and Paul Brinkman head for buffet table at Ice Follies party 


trictly Stag: Both Robert Wagner and Craig Hill now oc- 

cupy their first bachelor apartments. Bob “left home” 
when his parents moved out of the city. He’s doing his own 
decorating, and going modern. Craig’s place is Early Ameri- 
can, but he says, “subject to change without notice” ... Un- 
til he returns from making that movie in Europe, Rock Hud- 
son won’t know he’s a proud “father.” Six baby kittens were 
born in his—bathtub! . . . Tab Hunter’s buying a diamond 
‘ engagement ring on the installment plan. “It isn’t for any- 
one in particular,” he philosophizes. “I want to be prepared 
——just in case!” 


Without Onions: It happened when Bob Hope returned from 
a sensational personal appearance in London’s Palladium. 


While he was away, great additions and alterations took place 
at his home in North Hollywood. As he drove up and got his 
first gander at the improvements, he cracked: “Some joint. 
I wonder if I can get a quick hamburger!” Since then Bob 
refers to his little nest as—a million-dollar drive-in! 


Hands Across The Sea: We were right. Doris Day didn’t 
mind a bit when we gave William Holden her new private 
phone number. In fact, Doris was thrilled. “I just want you 
to know what you mean to the fellows in Korea,” said Bill. 
who just returned, to Doris. “Practically every man asked 
for you and they worship what you represent back here at 
home.” Bill extracted our promise that we wouldn’t give him 
personal publicity. However, he’s so tireless in his efforts 

More Pictures 
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Past winner Jeff Chandler and his 
wife hear latest filmtown gossip 
from Master of Ceremonies Ty Power 


to recruit more stars for visiting our fighting boys on the 
battlefronts of Korea, we just have to hold him up as a 
shining example. 


Tomorrow's Twinklers: Highlights on Photoplay’s party for 
the “Choose Your Star” winners: Tab Hunter discovering 
through conversation with Ursula Thiess, that she and his 
mother were born in the same European city . . . The very 
thrilled Lori Nelson explaining, “I brought my parents to 
the party because I wanted them to share this honor with 
me”... Arthur Franz telling Gene Barry that his beautiful 
wife (Adele Longmire) was home with a cold, with Gene 
opining his wife was home baby-sitting! . . . Elaine Stewart 
modeling the dress she made herself for the special occasion, 
while Helene Stanley and her boy friend voiced their approval 
... Joan Taylor proudly introducing her husband, Leonard 
Freeman, and plugging his role opposite Joyce Holden in 
“Girls in the Night” . . . Dawn Addams obviously not 
perturbed by the news that she and M-G-M are parting 
company . . . Beverly Michaels clutching the coveted scroll 
presented by Tyrone Power, as she clutched her handsome 
boy friend, Russell Rouse, who brilliantly directed “The 
Thief” . . . Barbara Ruick, a lady in red, on the arm of 
handsome Robert Horton who looked in the pink . . . Keith 
Andes wondering if RKO will allow him to accept that 


Top winner among the men, Tab Hunter 
shared his triumph with pretty date, 
Gloria Gordon. They're steady twosome 


the favorites of 
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A thrilled Lori Nelson, chosen top actress, just 
had to have her parents “share this honor 
with me.” Center is Lori’s date Palmer Lee 


fabulous offer from Rogers and Hammerstein for a Broadway 
musical . . . Rusty Tamblyn, Dean Miller, and Michael 
Moore joining the others in a gallant toast to Zsa Zsa Gabor, 
Joan Rice, Hildegarde Neff, Oscar Werner, and John For- 
sythe, who were away making movies, some as far from home 
as France and Germany. 


Relative-ly Speaking: When John Wayne’s mother suffered a 
slight heart attack recently, one of the first persons to reach 
her bedside was John’s other wife, Josephine, who has always 
been the favorite daughter-in-law . . . Insiders believe there’s 
a strong possibility of Ann Blyth becoming Dennis Day’s 
sister-in-law. Every time anyone asks the beautiful one about 
Dr. Jim McNulty—she turns a nice pretty pink! 


Scarlet Sister: Former-actor, new-producer Ross Hunter 
wins the fur-lined “Oscar” when it comes to enthusiasm. Cal 
was practically carried into the projection room to see the 
Technicolor tests of Ann Sheridan’s twenty-four gowns for 
“Vermilion O’Toole.” No wonder Ross was ranting! The 
stream-lined Sheridan looks sensational as the small town 
shady lady, and a whole new career is bound to open up for 
her. Incidentally, the picture opens on a close-up of Annie 
swinging her bustle, as a voice with gee-tar accompaniment 
sings, “The Tale of Vermilion O’Toole!” Watch for this one. 











other years —at 





A favorite pair are Bob 
Horton and Barbara Ruick. 
And a romantic item, too! 






Hep And Handsome: The Barrymores have always been 
gifted with a great sense of humor and sister Ethel is no 
exception. Recently she made one of her rare appearances at, 
a small Hollywood party. Unexpectedly, an invited guest 
showed up with Johnnie Ray in tow. When the sobbin’ singer 
was introduced to the great lady of the theatre, she looked 
at him with a twinkle in her eye and drily said: “Well for 
cryin’ out loud!” We love that woman. 


Today's Target: Fortunately for Joan Evans, she has a wise 
head on those pretty shoulders and can take what isn’t 
coming to her. Still in the rainbow-hued stage of marriage, 
Joanie awakened one morning to read in one column that she 
was having a baby. A second “inside” source wanted the 
world to know that the honeymoon was over, that the bride 
and groom were’ exchanging nasty words. This method of 
“creating news” is an old familiar story in Hollywood. For 
the record, she isn’t “expecting” and the Kirby Weatherlys 
are the happiest kids in town. 


Polite Conversation: John Carroll, who’s only made one pic- 
ture this year, still has his wonderful sense of humor. Making 
polite conversation at a Hollywood party, Cesar Romero 
asked him if he was working. With a raised eyebrow and an 
incredulous tone to his voice, John shouted, “Working? Are 


Photoplay’s party for 


Blonde and beautiful Beverly Michaels couldn’t keep 
her good news to herself—just had to tell everyone 
about her new contract with Universal-International 





“Choose your Star” winners 


§ 
: 


i 


Arthur Franz, a current favorite, is congrat- 
ulated by last year winner Bob Wagner, whose 
date, of course, is sparkling Debbie Reynolds 





you kidding! Last week I got canceled out of a benefit!” 
John, no mean singer of songs himself, shared his home with 
Mario Lanza during one period of Lanza’s studio squabbles. 


Party Palaver: Cal asked for it—and got it! The Gig Youngs 
and the Don Siegels (Viveca Lindfors) threw a party for the 
newly-married Zachary Scotts. “Tell us just one Marlon 
Brando story,” we prodded Edmond O’Brien, who played 
opposite the stage star in M-G-M’s “Julius Caesar.” Good 
friend Eddie fastened a beady eye. “Brando’s a fine actor, a 
serious artist and he’s going to be great in the picture,” he 
cryptically said. “Now what else do you want to know?” 
There was only one more thing: “Where is the nearest exit?” 


Set Of The Month: Esther Williams was drying out in her 
dressing room when Cal visited the “Dangerous When Wet” 
set. Things looked mighty dull until—Denise Darcel walked 
in! Denise plays a French channel swimmer in this one, but 
let her tell you about it. “I lose thirty pounds but they still 
have to put zee skirt on my bathing zoot. You see, I’m every- 
where else where Esther isn’t!” How did she lose that 
weight? “For zee first time I am really in love,” she sighed. 
“T can’t eat, I don’t sleep.” (He’s a business man. His name 
is Bill.) Just as we left, Jack Carson asked the French filly 
if she really could swim. “Swim?” (Continued on page 69) 












The saucy tinkle of sleigh bells on a frosty night .. . 


black-eyed Susans in a frilly boudoir . . . fireworks in the Garden of 


Eden . . . purple shadows on a green lawn . . . impertinent angel 


Photograph by Apger: Katie’s in ““The Desert Song”’ 








Photograph by Kornman: Rory’s next in “Powder River” 


Mood music with Irish lyrics . . . the spicy tang of pine forests . . 


logging boots on a dance floor . . . the emerald depths of 


a mountain lake . . . flapjacks at Romanoff’s . . . disciplined dynamo 





Marilyn Monroe tells 


Many conflicting stories have appeared about Marilyn 


in the past few months. Here she talks frankly and 


fearlessly, refuting the fiction with startling fact 


UNTOLD STORY NO. 3 


@ Every time Marilyn Monroe picks up a newspaper or a magazine 
these days, she crosses her fingers. Because she never knows what wild- 
eyed tale she’s likely to read about herself. America’s “best undressed 
woman” hits the public press more often, with more pictures and more 
prose, than any other personality in the world. But a lot of the things 
that are being written about her, she says, are far from the truth. 

“Let’s get to the bottom of it,” I said to her, as we sat down to 
thrash it all out, “so we can give the true low-down on your private 
life for a change.” 

“Nothing would suit me better,” was Marilyn’s reply. “There is very 
little one can do about printed untruths, unless some one like you 
comes along and gives me a chance to straighten things out. And 
right now is a wonderful time to do just that.” 

“Well,” I said, “I’m going to start with something a little ticklish. 
Did you know that your ex-sister-in-law is trying to sell all sorts of 
stories about you around Hollywood?” 

Marilyn nodded: “Yes, I know. I read about it. That’s the way I 
learn most things about me, true or untrue—by reading the news- 
papers. So I investigated and found out that one publication had 
bought a story from her, but that another magazine had turned down 
another story she wanted to sell them, because they didn’t want to 
print anything about me that wasn’t firsthand. 

“You see, my sister-in-law hardly knew me at all. And I knew her 
very little when I was married to Jim Dougherty. She was married 
at that time, and had three children. And we were all busy, so we 
had little or no contact. She is married to another man now (I didn’t 
know her name was Nelson until you told me), and I understand that 
he is a writer of sorts. They need money pretty badly, probably, and 
I guess she thinks this is a good way to get some.” 

There was not a trace of rancor in Marilyn’s voice as she said this. 
It was a simple statement of fact—as direct and as frank as her answer 
when she was first questioned about posing in the nude for that 
calendar. Remember? She said then, “I was hungry and the fifty 
dollars I earned paid my board at the Studio Club. .They had been 
carrying me along way past the time limit. (Continued on page 85) 
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“I'm telling this because i know 


‘ 


_ there are a lot of other guys and girls 


. with this same shyness” 








Color by Smith 








“In case somebody is snorting, ‘How 





. 7 
can a big ox like Rock Hudson be shy?’ let me answer that it comes easy—very easy’ 





@ The first time I ever played a love scene, true to all movie 
tradition, was also the first time I'd met the leading lady. 
She was pretty and witty and a star. 

I was nobody, but when the script told me to kiss her I 
did. Very gladly and quite good, I thought. 

She said, “If you ever dare do that again, I'll scratch your 
eyes out.” 

“Do what?” I mumbled, terrified. 

“Upstage me,” she laughed. “Don’t you dare.” 

The picture was “Peggy.” The star’s name was Diana 
Lynn. Somebody quickly explained to Diana that I honestly 
didn’t know what the word “upstage” meant. And that 
was the beginning of a beautiful friendship. 

We can both laugh about it now—but then, and it was 
only a couple of years ago, I could hardly say a word. 

_I was too shy. Sounds silly, doesn’t it? But I grew up be- 
ing shy. 

I came to Hollywood in the same dumb stage. I was just 
out of the Navy. I'd saved up the last two months of my 
discharge pay to get the fare to Los Angeles. All I wanted 
to do was to get into the movies—but I was afraid to admit 
it. I got a job in downtown Los Angeles and I was sure 
everybody would laugh if I asked how you got to the part 
of town that is Hollywood. 

So help me, it took me six weeks to find that out. Then 
when I finally did get “discovered” I kept on being so timid, 
both socially and before the camera, I nearly lost out. If a 
pal on the Universal-International lot hadn’t tipped me off 
that either I landed‘a big part in “The Iron Man” or I was 
through, I wouldn’t be telling this yarn. 

But I am telling it because I know there are a lot of other 
guys and girls who handicap themselves with this same shy- 
ness. So let me give you this fast commercial: If I could get 
over being shy, anybody can. 

There’s another step involved, too, but let’s take the first 
one first. 

In case somebody is snorting, “How can a big ox like 
Rock Hudson be shy?” let me answer that it comes easy— 
very easy to anybody oversized. Particularly when you’re 
growing up. 

That’s because you grow up and up and up. From the 
time you’re seven, you're the biggest thing in your class— 
and they expect your brains to (Continued on page 83) 















































Dolls In Hollywood, a girl’s best 


@ I’m looking at a statistic which says there are 


“ 77,600 more single men than single women in Los 
Angeles. I don’t believe it. Unless they are all bunched 
downtown in L. A., leaving Hollywood an arid female 
desert where girls outnumber men, a dime a dozen. It’s 


the only way to account for so many dolls at so many 
parties without hide nor hair of a male beside them. 
Especially in the upper echelons of movieland. Fine 


for the men. Revolting for the women. 
Rita Hayworth, for instance, was as lonely as her last 
audience, before Prince Aly made with the sweet talk 


for a spell. She’d had a few dates with those very much 
in demand men-about-town, Cy Howard, Kirk Douglas 
and Dickie Greene. But the list of ladies was so long 
BY SHEILAH GRAHAM on their busy little schedules that Rita sometimes had 























friend isn’t a diamond. It’s someone who knows an extra man! 


to wait in line for her turn. So Aly’s temporary dash ~ 
to her side was as welcome as rain in the desert. 
Joan Crawford marks time with men without compli- 


cations, like Mel Dinelli and Cesar Romero. But she 
keeps a weather eye open all the time for a man she 
can call her own permanently. 

When Joan gives a party, she makes sure of avoiding 
the usual three-gals-to-one-guy situation, by combing 
surrounding counties to stock the stag line. When she 
gave a party recently for the Stanley Marcuses of Dallas, 
Joan sent as far as San Francisco for good looking men. 
No wonder movie maidens scramble for invites to Joan’s 
swelegant soirées. 

Remember that joint party thrown by Gary Cooper 
and his so-called estranged wife, Rocky? Well, Mrs. 


Cooper, a real stickler for place cards and party protocol, 
scanned the invitation list and screamed, “Gary, for 
heaven’s sake, don’t you know any extra men?” The 
Coop was toiling at Warners at the time, so he checked 
all the men without wives at the studio—and came up 
with Steve Cochran. 

“I don’t know him,” hemmed Rocky, “but,” quickly, 
as Gary was crossing Steve off, “I’ll invite him. We 
need men.” So in came Steve, the night of the party, 
an hour late, and, as if that wasn’t enough, he had a 
doll on his arm—Ginger Rogers, no less. Rocky wished 
up another place card, but her man-woman, man- 
woman seating was completely ruined. And I haven’t 
heard of Mr. Cochran being invited again. 

Ginger, on again off again (Continued on page 80) 





Frankie 


Florabel Muir 








@ The whispers have turned to shouts 
—and raucous shouts at that. And 
the cinema cynics who, two months 
ago, were called crepe hangers when 
they predicted that Frank Sinatra 
and Ava Gardner would not be Mr. 
and Mrs. by the end of 1953, are now 
being hailed as prophets and wise 
men. After the series of volatile 
blowups that punctuated their mar- 
riage during the last months of 1952, 
Frankie and Ava would have to be 
miracle workers to keep from wind- 
ing up in the divorce courts before 
Ava’s worn out her trousseau. 

Even the most pessimistic—and the 
most highly imaginative—of the ob- 
servers of this rocky romance would 
never have guessed that one of the 
wildest tiffs would involve Lana 
Turner, who, by the kind of coinci- 
dence only Hollywood takes for 
granted, is also an ex-wife of Ava’s 
ex-husband, Artie Shaw. 

Ava and Lana, both hurt and lone- 
ly—Lana over the breakup of her 
romance with Fernando Lamas, and 
Ava over the friction in her mar- 
riage—had turned to each other for 
friendship and understanding. With 
Frank in Hollywood working on a 
TV show, Ava invited Lana home to 
Palm Springs. Frank, the story 
goes, returned to find the girls there, 
with Ava’s agent, Benton Cole. Ac- 
counts of the incident vary; one re- 
port was that the two girls had been 
“cutting him up conversationally,” 
so Frank simply ordered them all 
out. 

At the time of this writing, any- 
thing is possible in this voleanic mar- 
riage. And no matter what does come 
to pass, it’s easy, as you examine the 
romance step by step, to see that 
trouble was foredestined. 

When Frankie and Ava were first 
married, the illusion they created 
of being happy honeymooners was 
perfect. They held hands and gazed 
into each other’s eyes as if they were 
so in love they couldn’t wait to be 
alone. But when they were alone. 
their ardor (Continued on page 70) 





Esther 


and Bel 


By Eve Ford 


@ “They just seem completely bored with each other.” 

“She won’t listen to anybody!” 

“When they go out for an evening of fun he usually 
ends up by making someone angry.” 

That’s the sort of thing Hollywood is saying about 
Esther Williams and her husband, Ben Gage. Holly- 
wood rumor often has had Esther and Ben on the point 
of separation. This rumor hits full force about once 
every year, and recently three columnists had the 
Gages ready to call their marriage quits. Career 
troubles had finally been too much for them. 

But career troubles were one of the things Esther 
and Ben considered seriously when they were first 


married. Early in their marriage, Esther said, “We have 
no career complications. Ben is great in his own field— 
radio. And he’s very understanding about the problems 
and the demands in mine. The only thing that gives 
us any trouble is the fact that my work demands that 
I travel a lot for personal appearances. But Ben under- 
stands this and has adjusted himself to it. He refuses 
to let us be separated. Between radio shows, he just 
gets on a plane and joins me. The day he stopped 
flying to me, I'd stop going.” 

Hollywood gossip, however, points out that Ben’s 
radio career is a thing of the past, that more and more 
his activities are tied up with Esther’s, dependent upon 





her decisions. His position is no match for the glamour 
of Esther’s postion as a Number One money-making 
star on the M-G-M lot. And no man likes playing 
second fiddle—hence all the recurring rumors of 
trouble between Esther and Ben. 

Reports of Ben’s behavior in public have done little 
to cement any belief that he and Esther could be 


happily married . . . and right there seems to be the 
root of the trouble. For each time a columnist hears 
of a public incident involving Ben and Esther, the 
report that they’re heading for separation and eventual 
divorce is rushed into type. 

Not long ago when Ben was reported to have en- 


livened the scene at a Beverly Hills restaurant by in- 
sulting other diners, a close friend of the Gages said, 
“It’s perfectly natural. He has to assert himself in public’ 
one way or another. And in spite of what you may read 
in the papers, Esther understands this.” 

At one time, Ben probably envisioned their restau- 
rant, The Trails, as the locale for a show which he 
would produce and perform in as a singing star. But 
during the months and years of its operation, it has 
become an eating place, which Ben manages, and not-a 
showcase for himself. 

“Esther likes to give the impression that she knows 
nothing about the dollar (Continued on page 86) 





The Jeff Chandlers behave like newlyweds in public— Rumors continue to fly about both the Dean Martins and the Jerry 
but still have those definite differences of opinion Lewises—but neither of the comics finds the gossip routine amusing 


(hit Alddguced Sp Mspering x$eiC- 


Are These Troubled 
Twosomes? 








Are the Ty Powers really headed for trouble—or is it 
just that Linda Christian loves raising Hollywood eyebrows? 


Ingrid Bergman and Rossellini deny those new rumors—but 
reports indicate that the Roman “wars” are by no means over! 


By Corrine Bailey 


@ “Well!” exclaimed one of Hollywood’s better-known 
starlets. From a ringside table, she was taking in the 
view at one of Hollywood’s better-known night clubs. 
“Well, really!” she said. 

“Really, what?” inquired her escort. 

“See? Over there. Jeff Chandler and his wife. He just 
leaned over and kissed her cheek.” 

“That’s nice.” 

“But they’re supposed to be fighting. They’re about 
to separate. Why, everybody knows Marge is practically 
on her way to Reno.” 

Don’t look now, but there goes another rumor. As far 
as the Jeff Chandlers are currently concerned, it’s going 
straight out the window. But from time to time, it will 
crop up again as it has in the past. 

Because they are two definite personalities, Jeff and 
Marge Chandler will always share a difference of opin- 


ion «upon occasions, and invariably these differences 
will bring whispered hints of trouble brewing. .When it 
happens, the Chandlers become automatic targets for 
the gossip columnists, and this they fully realize. 

Once, after a quarrel, they went so far as to separate. 
And when they reconciled, few expected it to last. Since 
the reconciliation, however, the bond between these 
two has deepened and strengthened. A vacation at 
Laguna Beach, away from studio pressure, gave them 
uninterrupted time to say all the things that should have 
been said before this. At the present time, they’re be- 
having like newlyweds. Following a recent party, Jeff 
and Marge ended up at Judy Garland’s house for scram- 
bled eggs and some of Judy’s special brand of singing. 
The Chandlers held hands as they listened. Occasionally, 
when Judy sang a love ballad, the big fellow leaned 
over and pressed his cheek (Continued on page 87) 





A couple of characters, that’s 


Debbie Reynolds, who goes from gamin 


to grownup with endearing results 


BY IDA ZEITLIN 


P 


@ “Come on, drink it. Don’t be snooty, or your old 
mother’ll hit you in the head,” said Debbie, addressing 
her dog. She shoved a bowl] of water under its nose, and 
tied it to the chair-leg with a rope. “Because those old 
leashes cost so much,” she explained the rope. “Imagine, 
three dollars for a collar, three for a leash. Practically 
my whole allowance, and she chews it up. Let her chew 
rope, which doesn’t cost a thing. It’s the studio’s rope.” 

The poodle dunked a paw into the bowl. Debbie bent 
down and quickly undunked it. “Now you’re going to 
catch pneumonia or something—and who's got time to 
soothe your foolish brow? Settle down, thing.” 


The pup settled. So did Debbie. She’d been rehears- 
ing dance routines for the Marge and Gower Champion 
musical, “Give a Girl a Break? and this was her lunch 
hour. A sandwich in one hand, a mammoth carrot in 
the other punctuated her discourse. Through the sunlit 
strip between sound stages, people came and went. At 
times she’d tip her carrot in salute. At times she’d be 
too deep in talk to notice. It made no difference. Sight- 
ing the green-eyed elf in the canvas chair, each face 
cracked into a wide warm grin. 

Meet Miss Reynolds and you’re meeting a pair of 
characters. One’s the kid Gene Kelly was talking about 





when he said: “There’s nobody younger than Debbie. 
Not even my daughter and she’s nine.” The other’s a 
twenty-year-old, whose maturity of outlook would do 
credit to many of her elders. Debbie the First chews 
gum with abandon, pines for a monkey round the house 
and greets star-stuff with, “Hi, glamour boy, I say that 
laughingly.” Debbie the Second hates being called won- 
derful. “I never believe a person when they tell me 
stuff like that. It’s too much praise. Anything too much 
is no good.” 

The two Misses Reynolds make a combination as 
natural as a mountain spring and equally refreshing. 


PHOTOPLAY S FEATURE 


ATTRACTION 


Words tumble from her in a rainbow stream of gaiety, 
yet they are laced with common sense. It’s not her wit 
that endears her to people, but her spontaneity. Un- 
selfconscious as a puppy, she wouldn’t. know a complex 
if it brought a letter from Freud. Given the chance, 
she’d flop on her stomach with a queen and dish as cozily 
as with a girl friend. She can’t understand being ill at 
ease with people. “You are what you are, and there’s 
nothing you can do about it.” 

Only on one occasion did the cat get her tongue. 
Standing outside the studio commissary, all of a sudden 
without any preparation, there (Continued on page 76) 





Squeaky set Piper back five dollars at 
the pound—and turned out to be a thor- 
oughbred! Sashay is Squeaky’s daughter 


Color photographs 
by Stern and Smith 





Piper gives you the answers to 
all those romantic rumors. 


Then brings into the picture 


someone the gossips missed! 


BY RUTH WATERBURY 








®@ Hollywood talks of the four major romances in Piper 
Laurie’s life wondering which one of them holds the key 
to her blithe young heart. 

Piper, herself, mentions a fifth one. Not that she calls 
it a romance any more than she does the other four. But 
this much is true: this fifth name is the only one that 
brings stars to her voice and a gleam to her eyes. And 
the absolutely crazy part of it is, that this boy has never 
once given her a tumble, since junior high days, when 
she first spotted him and swooned over him, right up un- 
til now, when he lives a few doors down the street from 
her—and isn’t even aware of it. 


The four men Hollywood talks about are Leonard 
Goldstein, the producer; Dick Anderson, the actor; 
David Schine, the heir to a hotel fortune, and Charles 
Simonelli, a New York movie executive. And a lot of 
people are also remembering that Vic Damone had quite 
a crush on Piper, before Uncle Sam got him. Since Vic is 
about to be out of uniform, he may re-activate this claim 
shortly. 

The one Piper talks about with the most excitement 
is the boy named Rick. 

But she was reluctant to discuss the subject at all, 
when I hunted her down one (Continued on page 75) 
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He did his share of smashing windows and 
being chased by the cops, but no matter what 


Burt was up to—it was always fun being his dad 


@ I’ve heard Burt tell interviewers, “I was a very unpleasant 
little boy.” And some people around Hollywood say (not 
to my face!) that Burt as a man is a bristly sort of character, 
hard to get along with. 

As Burt’s dad, I suppose I’m prejudiced, but I have plenty 
of facts at hand to give you a better idea of what my son’s 
really like. There’s a lot about the man Burt is now that 
keeps reminding me of a towheaded little boy with a Buster 
Brown haircut—yep, bangs! (It was his mother’s idea, and 
Burt put up with it for three or four years.) There’s a lot 
about Burt today that reminds me of a lanky kid with hair 
that seemed to have been combed with an eggbeater. (Burt 
threw away his comb when his mother died—just used his 
fingers after that.) 

Was Burt a bad boy? I don’t think so. Sure, he did his 
share of smashing windows and being chased by cops, but 
that was par for the course on our block—East 106th Street 
between Second and Third Avenues in New York City. 
Maybe I shouldn’t be contradicting my son. You ever take 
him on in an argument? Well, don’t. One Sunday when he 
was a youngster, his brother Jim got to arguing with him 
over a baseball game. Jim said the ball was out. Burt said 
it wasn’t, and emphasized the point by conking Jim on the 
noggin with the bat. That taught Jim never to argue with 
his brother again. | 

Burt’s never outgrown his love of arguing—in the family 
circle and among friends, that is. When he first came to 
Hollywood, I hear, he used to sound off on his purely per- 
sonal opinions. Probably that didn’t make him too popular 
in some quarters. But since then, he has learned to guard 
his tongue: Not that he’s afraid of free speech—he just 
realizes that any strongly pronounced opinion on any sub- 
ject is bound to hurt some people in a large group, leading 
to useless wrangling or outright quarrels. Now he’s careful 
to know the company he’s in before he starts spouting. 
He’s changed in another way since (Continued on page 81) 








Burt’s father, Jim 
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Photograph by Six: Virginia’s next is “The Iron Mistress” 


Lady Godiva without her horse . . . a cloudless summer day... 


rare steak and strawberry sodas . . . provocation in technicolor 


. . . White violets on a golden cushion . . . hearthside pinup girl 





Photograph by Powolny: Jeff’s in “Sailor of the King” - 


Varsity dreamboat...a rustic cabin in the woods .. . white 


sails against an azure sky ... . sporting prints in a booklined den... 


a Cole Porter ballad on a spinet . . . talent without temperament 





Life’s purr-fect for Chata when Suzan 
Ball takes her for a really fast drive! 


But to Jane she is queen of, the household 


GLAMOUR 
PUSSES 


The stars may rate the spotlight in public, but in 


their homes it’s the cinema kitties who make the mews! 


BY BETH. BROWN 










The fun’s occidental when Jane Russell comes home from the 
set to have a romp with her kings from Siam, Ming and Buddha 


@ Opinion’s fairly unanimous that Hollywood movie 
stars are possibly the most pampered creatures in 
the world. That may or may not be the case. But the 
stars will tell you that there is one breed of beast 
who gets more attention, more kowtowing, more 
special treatment than they could ever hope for. 
Just ask the star who owns a cat. Or rather, who 
is owned by one. 

In Hollywood, as everywhere else, once a cat 
takes over, she rules the roost with an iron paw. 
And anybody who doesn’t want to play the cat’s 
way might as well throw in the chips. Kitty’s 
Queen! And that’s that! 

The divine right to rule applies to all cats—from 
the scruffiest stray to the highest-bred Persian. 
And their human subjects—from a street urchin to 
Hollywood’s most glamourous glamour gal—seem 
to dote on being tyrannized. 

The list of movie-town cat slaves is a long one— 
Ida Lupino, Jane Powell, Liz Taylor, Ethel Barry- 
more, Deborah Kerr, Rita Hayworth, Jane Russell, 
Liz Scott, Linda Darnell, James Mason, and dozens 
of others “sensitive and discerning enough”—their 
words—‘“to appreciate living with a cat.” 

The breeds are as varied as their owners. One 
of Hollywood’s most royally pedigreed pussies is 
Ramddhipati, who has condescended to move in 
with Greer Garson. Rama, as Greer calls him, has 
a penchant for motoring. And no matter how busy 
Greer is, she takes him out for a daily auto ride. 
But one day, her schedule was so heavy that she 
just couldn’t make it. She (Continued on page 73) 
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Dusty is only a neighbor—a fact he ignores. 
He picked Anne Bancroft’s home as his very own 





































The fur would fly if Joe knew that Marlon 
Brando is partial to his pet raccoon, Russell 


Ann Blyth took one look at her Persian’s Irish 


Valeska green eyes and knew he was a born Mickey 


Lo Se 









Kasper 


INTRODUCING... 


The Photoplay 


The little star you have been seeing in PHOTOPLAY STAR FASHIONS 
is suddenly real. Now it’s more than a picture: it’s an exciting piece 
of rhinestone jewelry that you can wear a hundred lovely ways—a 
perfect, basic accessory. The secret of its many uses is in the little 
catch closing at the tip of one of its points: it can be clipped to 
your bracelet or watch, to a necklace chain or ribbon, or slipped 
onto a bar pin, pinned to your scarf, your shoulder, your pocket 
or belt or bag. (See the ways five stars wear it on the following 

ges.) Above you see it magnified to five times its size, and at 
left, it’s shown actual size. It’s a little less than one inch long and 
wide, covered on both sides with sparkling rhinestones. 

The Photoplay Star is both a jewel and a symbol. /t means 
glamourous good fashion! It’s the wearable symbol of your 
PHOTOPLAY STAR FASHIONS .’. . your guide to good style. Here on 
these pages every month, you'll find the very latest fashions— 
selected for you by the stars—at prices everyone can afford. And 
to make your fashion news even more exciting and fun, the movie 
stars themselves will wear the fashions and The Star, in every 
fashion photo shown in Photoplay. Copy the wonderful ways 
the stars wear their Stars ... and dream up your own imaginative 
ways! Watch Photoplay for fashion . . . and watch for The Star 
when you shop. You'll see it pictured on the tags attached to all the 
styles you see here, tags that read, “A PHOTOPLAY STAR FASHION.” 


*The Photoplay Star, by Coro, $2 plus tax. See page 79 for where to buy. 








Featuring Photoplay’s 
FIVE-STAR DRESS * 


ACCESSORIZED five ways by five new 


stars . . . which star-type are you? 


% Career Girl Lori Nelson 
* Sephisticate...Beverly Michaels 
* Outdoor Girl... . Elaine Stewart 
*% Cinderella.......Barbara Ruick 


% Demure..........Dawn Addams 


Lori wears the dress to work with 
its own chiffon scarf and three dazzling 
NEW Photoplay Stars pinned on with 
a Coro bar pin. Her new 1953 daytime 
accessories: Madcaps rose felt cloche; 
Coronet long, slim navy calf bag, both, 
under $13; Wear Right blonde cotton 
gloves, under $4; Speyer blonde hide 
belt with real watch, under $9; navy 
calf Beck pumps, $6.99. Lori’s next 
picture: “Ma and Pa Kettle at Waikiki” 


*Basic pink wool jersey coat-dress 
by Jerry Gilden, under $18. 10-18 


Willinger 


PHOTOPLAY’S STAR FASHIONS: 


Starring Accessories 





VE—STAR DRESS 


rring Accessories coutinued 


Photos by Engstead 


Sophisticate Beverly Michaels, new Universal star, wears 
the dress to Ciro’s, dramatically accented with black for 


cocktail time. Fringed velvet stole by Glentex, about $5; 


rhinestone-studded velveteen cocktail hat, Madcaps, under 


$7; Dawnelle cotton shorties with gold kid bracelet cuff, 
about $7; Beck black velvet sandals, $6.99; and Coro rhine- 


stone drop earrings and bracelet, about $2 and $4 plus tax 

















Demure Dawn Addams, in M-G-M’s “Plymouth Adventure,” 
uses the dress as a spring coat. Red felt feather hat, Betmar, 
$9; polka dot cotton Dawnelle shorties, $4; bronze patent 
contour belt, Speyer, under $3; calf opera pumps, Queen 
Quality, $12.95. She clips the Star to her Deltah choker, which 
comes in her tortoise shell carryette, both, $12.75. .Deltah 
earrings, $1 plus tax. Pink umbrella, N. Y. Umbrella Co., $5 








Cinderella Barbara Ruick of M-G-M’s “Apache War 
Smoke” wears the dress to Grauman’s Chinese Theatre, 
giving it glamour with Speyer elasticized gold mesh 
belt, under $3; Madcaps black-dyed Russian fox muff, 
under $40, and sequin hat, under $8; Beck gold kid 
sandals, $6.99; Dawnelle gloves, $5; and LaTausca 
pearl ’n gold earrings, $2, choker, $5, bib, $6 plus tax 





Outdoor-Girl Elaine Stewart of M-G-M’s “The Bad and the Beau- 
tiful” makes the same dress completely casual with Speyer three- 
in-one cowhide belt, under $3; Wear Right string gloves, $1.95; 
Coronet russet leather satchel bag, $10.95 plus tax; Betmar 
wool jersey stocking cap, about $5; Atlas copper heraldic 
bracelet and earrings, $2 each plus tax; Beck patent stripling 


shoe, $5.99. Elaine pins a Photoplay Star jauntily to her cap 
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photoplay star lingerie 


Climb a stat 
...to a star fig 


« 


Take the star-lift for your basic lesson in million-dollar glamour . . . 


WHAT’S THE MILLION-DOLLAR FIGURE? It’s the 
figure that belongs to the girl on her way up 

. whether she’s climbing to stardom or to 
success in any field. It’s your most basic 
fashion accessory: a figure that does wonderful 
things for the new clothes you buy and gives 
you blissful assurance that you look your keen, 
million-dollar best in them. But let’s face it: 
even the keenest figure looks better in a girdle, 
because clothes fit much better, hang more 
smoothly over a good foundation. The new 


. 


fashions are beautiful, and vital, made to take 
to all the exciting new accessories and to make 
the most of the body beautiful. 

Good bet to make a million-dollar figure out 
of any figure, lifting it to star-like heights 
—this boneless, smooth-as-skin White Magic 
Fabric-Lined Playtex girdle, basic for all fash- 
ions, made now with flat, adjustable garters. 
More good news: its price, $6.95, in stores from 
here to Hollywood. Cannon Mills hose, in the 
new, soft-as-moonlight beige shade, Candlelight 


BUY PHOTOPLAY STAR FASHIONS IN STORES LISTED ON PAGE 79 







































Climb a stairway 
...to a star look! 


Step by step the starlets show you 


the way to a million-dollar manner 


WHATS THE MILLION-DOLLAR LOOK? It’s 
the way the stars look . . . the way you 
can look, if you use star-sense when you 
dress! In the “moving” pictures on the 
preceding pages, five bright young star- 
lets prove you can look like a million 
whether you dress on a budget or a bank- 
roll. They’ve turned the trick with acces- 
sories . . . making one good little basic 
dress do the work of five (that’s not dol- 
lars, but sense! ). And here’s the finale to 
the story: Their style secret is in the choice 
of one dramatic accessory for every role. 
The others, more subdued, fall easily into 
line. On this page we show a close-up of 
the one touch of drama in each costume 
that sets the pace . . . whether your star- 
ring role calls for a street scene, outdoor 


setting, drawing room, or dance floor! 









photoplay star accessories 


Lori’s new basic cloche hat 
sets the pace for accessorizing 
in a city or career mood 


Barbara’s glamorous, real 
fox muff is the key to 
all-out evening drama 


Elaine’s sporty cowhide belt 
gives her dress the outdoor 
touch, cues all other accessories 


Dawn’s adorable pol- 
ka-dot gloves give the 
style note for Spring 


Beverly’s black velvet stole 
spells out her sophistication, 
other accessories follow lead 



















Can Date 
Kobertson 


Save llis 


arriage 7 


BY 


GEORGE ARMSTRONG 


While the gossips speculate wildly, Dale 
and Jackie are quietly trying to ignore 
the rumors and work out a reconciliation 


that will lead to a truly happy ending 


® Can the Dale Robertsons still patch up their 
marriage? 

All Hollywood has been pondering this 
question—and wishing them well—since news 
of their reconciliation late last fall first fell 
upon eager, friendly ears. 

Shock had been the universal reaction 
when, on that gloomy Sunday last October 
twelfth, Dale threw a few personal belongings 
into a satchel and closed the door on his San 
Fernando Valley bungalow. The bungalow 
had been home for him and his bride, the for- 
mer Jacqueline Wilson, since their marriage 
only a year and five months before. 

During their brief parting at that time, both 
Jackie and Dale secluded themselves in the 
homes of friends and ducked the persistent 
bloodhounds of the press, while they “thought 
things out.” 

At that time, Dale said: “I think the trouble 
will blow over. But I think right now it is 
better for us to be separated for a while.” 

And Jackie, talking off the record, indicated 
that she still loved her big, Oklahoma-salted 
“wild colt” of a husband. But she implied 
that she was not satisfied with love or a mar- 
riage that is a one-way street. 

So they separated, and they “thought things 
out.” And they concluded, evidently, that they 
would try hard to turn that thoroughfare of 
marriage into a broad avenue that runs both 
ways. 

While the Robertsons’ real friends held their 
counsel during that turbulent period, the gos- 
sips were avidly (and acidly) guessing at the 
cause of the rift. The hints were broad and 
-the rumors numerous and varied. “Sensa- 
tional developments,” had been the whisper, 
“can be expected as the real inside story of 
the quarrel comes to light.” 

The rumor most widely circulated was that 
Dale was infatuated with another woman. The 
Miss X of these stories—or Mrs. X, rather— 
was said to be a blonde charmer who was her- 
self a recent bride. 

Both Dale and Jackie refused adamantly to 
talk about this much-discussed version of their 
differences during that short and unhappy 
separation. And now (Continued on page 74) 


Tab Hunter learned about 


courage and faith from his mother. 


He had to succeed—for her 


He couldnt fail 


BY JERRY ASHER 


@ Christmas was just around the corner. 

As usual at that festive time of year, the 
shipping department of Barker Bros. on Holly- 
wood Boulevard was churning like an angry 
beehive. 

Conspicuous among the employees, was a 
handsome, blond six-footer who looked like 
a fugitive from a college campus. His strong 
fingers pounced upon the endless parade of 
packages, and quicker than you can say, “Happy 
holiday,” he had them packed, labeled and on 
their merry way. Suddenly a name and address 
caught his eye. 

“Holy Cow!” exclaimed Tab Hunter (he was 
then Art Gelien—pronounced Ga-leen). He held 
a package up and gazed at it rapturously. 

“What is it—a time bomb?” cracked the guy 
on his left. 

“It’s a present for Linda Darnell,” said Tab. 
“Brother, wouldn’t I love to deliver this myself 
and have a good look at her!” 

Two years, four months and a million dreams 
later, Tab Hunter was getting about the best 
look at Linda Darnell that a man can get. She 
was in his arms, very close and very tight in 


his arms. Her breath was warm on his lips as 
his blue eyes mirrored the painful self-con- 
sciousness he felt. 

: “Don’t worry, honey,” she whispered. “just 
relax. I’m lucky for newcomers.” 

He drew her to him, pressed his lips against 
hers. Tenderly, he eased her away again. His 
cheeks were flushed with embarrassment. She 
smiled a broad, approving smile. 

“That was nice, honey,” she said soothingly. 

Kiss included, the screen test was just what 
the casting director ordered. And Linda Darnell 
had a new romantic leading man for “Island of 
Desire.” It was the first time Tab Hunter ever 
faced a camera, though producers Pine and 
Thomas had once used the back of his head for 
a scene—in “The Lawless.” 

“Good things are always happening to me,” 
twenty-one-year-old Tab earnestly reflects— 
so earnestly, in fact, that on first meeting him 
one wonders if he’s for real. He’s so fantastically 
forthright, he shames the most seasoned skeptic. 

The “good things” that happen to Tab, he 
sincerely and honestly believes, are the result 
of good thoughts. (Continued on page 88) 








When Mitzi was seventeen, she 
planned their future—hers 


and Richard’s. But now their 


future belongs to the past 


@ There were just the two of them 
at the table. They spoke in low 
voices. over their half-filled coffee 
cups. There was a pause in the con- 
versation. She watched as he lit a 
cigarette and she tried to find words 
—the right words—to say what she 
knew she must say. . 

Mitzi Gaynor had come to realize 
that the future as she had once 
planned it wasn’t what she wants 
today. That settling down to domes- 
ticity just now when, in a sense, she 
had never really lived at all, wasn’t 
for her. 

And so she told them—the attorney 
who had been her best beau as well 
as her friend and who, during the 
four years she had known him, had 
contributed much to her own devel- 
opment as a human being. She told 
him simply and honestly—the way 
Mitzi Gaynor would. As always, 
whatever the problem, he under- 
stood. She had known he would. 

“Richard was my first love,” says 
Mitzi. “He’s a very special person— 
one of the finest you could ever 
know.” She adds quietly, “I wish him 
all the happiness in the world. And 
he wishes me the same, I’m sure.” 

Handsome (Continued on page 78) 


BY JANE CORWIN 








Inside Stuff 


(Continued from page 33) 
she squealed. “When I was a school girl 
in France, I won zee prize for my breast 
stroke!” The entire set collapsed. 


Round-Up: Ray Bolger who can afford to 
be independent, wouldn’t appear at the 
new Hotel Sahara in Las Vegas ’tis said, 
unless he received more than any other 
performer. The show went on to capacity 
business. The dancer supposedly received 
$20,000 per week for his talent . . . Plaudits 
for his fabulous performance in “The 
Thief” were short-lived for Ray Milland. 
He has to sing to Jane Wyman in “Love 
Song” and the poor guy’s scared silly ... 
Jeffrey Hunter’s first gift for his new son 
was a letter-man sweater with big 1971 
numerals on the chest . .. With Hollywood 
necklines plunging lower than ever, Doris 
Day receives hundreds of letters from 
masculine admirers who laud her for 
leaving something to their imagination! 
.. Joan Crawford buys Rosemary Clooney 
recordings by the dozen and hands them 
out as door prizes. 


Studio Stuff: Susan Hayward is now one 
up on Anne Baxter, who currently loves 
to smoke small after-dinner cigars in pub- 
lic. Susie girl smokes a corn cob pipe in 
“The President’s Lady” and loathes it... 
Peter Lawford, who wasn’t a bit happy 
when Cary Grant got that role in “Dream 
Wife,” probably won’t be with M-G-M by 
the time you read this . . . This is the story 
of the three Johnnies! Director John Ford 
was so enthusiastic over actor John Rus- 
sell’s performance in Republic’s “The Sun 
Shines Bright,” he called his good friend 
John Wayne to come see the rushes. 


Prodigal Son: Usually there are two sides 
to a story. This time we heard—three! 
Farley Granger was suspended by Sam 
Goldwyn recently, when he refused to 
make personal appearances for “Hans 
Christian Andersen.” According to friends 





exciting 


NEW 





pictures i 


off-guard candids of your 
favorite movie stars 


% All the selective skill of 
our ace cameramen 
went into the making of 
these startling candids. 






RITA HAYWORTH 


STAR CANDIDS 


1, Lana Turner 
2. Betty Grable 
5. Alan Ladd 
7. Gregory Peck 
8. Rita Hayworth 
9. Esther Williams 
1, Elizabeth Taylor 
4. Cornel Wilde 
5. Frank Sinatra 
8. Rory Calhoun 

9. Peter Lawford 

1. Bob Mitchum 

22. Burt Lancaster 
23. Bing Crosby 

24. Shirley Temple 
25. Dale Evans 

26. June Haver 

27. June Allyson 

29. Ronald Reagan 
30. Dana Andrews 
31. Glenn Ford 

33. Gene Autry 

34, Roy Rogers 

35. Sunset Carson 
36. Monte Hale 

46. Kathryn Grayson 
48. Gene Kelly 

50. Diana Lynn 

51. Doris Day 

52. Montgomery Clift 
53. Richard Widmark 
54. Mona Freeman 
55. Wanda Hendrix 
56. Perry Como 

57. Bill Holden 

60, Bill Williams 

63. Barbara Lawrence 
65. Jane Powell 

66. Gordon MacRae 
67. Ann Blyth 

68. Jeanne Crain 

69. Jane Russell 

74. John Wayne 

75. Yvonne de Carlo 
78. Audie Murphy 
79. Dan Dailey 

84. Janet Leigh 

86. Farley Granger 
88. Tony Martin 

91. John Derek 

92. Guy Madison 
93. Ricardo Montalban 
94. Mario Lanza 

95. Joan Evans 

103. Scott Brady 
104, Bill Lawrence 
105. Vic Damone 
106. Shelley Winters 
107. Richard Todd 
108. Vera-Ellen 

9. Dean Martin 

0. Jerry Lewis 

1. Howard Keel 

2. Susan Hayward 
5. Betty Hutton 

6. Coleen Gray 

0. Arlene Dahli 

1. Tony Curtis 

3. Tim Holt 

7. Piper Laurie 

8. Debbie Reynolds 
9. Penny Edwards 
1, Jerome Courtland 
4, Gene Nelson 

5. Jeff Chandler 

6. Rock Hudscn 
7. Stewart Granger 
. John Barrymore, Jr. 
. Debra Paget 
. Dale Robertson 

. Marilyn Monroe 
. Leslie Caron 


. Pier Angeli 
he wanted to go. But they wouldn’t tell | * Handsome, glossy, full- pony ml 
him where he was going or for how long. size 4 x 5 quality prints. . ed 
e e ° . t 
The star is doctoring for a stubborn virus, cious We 


he’s building a house and is needed here. 
Also, the studio supposedly knew Farley 
would protest; he wasn’t working, and by 
suspending him they saved his salary! We 
just calls ’em as we hears ’em! 


Chuckle Wagon: Red Skelton said it after 
seeing Marilyn Monroe for the first time 
in a film: “She has the kind of voice you 


Look over the list. New 
poses and names are 
constantly added. 
Keep your collection 


up to date. 


Fill out and mail coupon today. Send cash or money order. 12 pictures 


for $1; 6 for 50c. 








. Robert Wagner 
. Rusty Tamblyn 

. Jeff Hunter 

. Marisa Pavan 

. Marge and Gower 
Champion 

. Fernando Lamas 
. Arthur Franz 

. Johnny Stewart 
. Oskar Werner 
157. Keith Andes 
158. Michael Moore 
159. Gene Barry 
160. John Forsyth 
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Hollywood's Whispering: Ava And Frank 


(Continued from page 43) 
turned to argument, and the domestic heat 
generated until they were screaming and 
throwing things at each other. 

As the months piled up and the tensions 
grew greater, they began to drop even the 
public pretenses of peace and adoration— 
and anybody who happened to be handy 
when their tempers were hot, was treated 
to a display of emotional fireworks. 

There was nothing at all private about 
the flare-up that preceded Ava’s impulsive 
return of her wedding ring to Frank this 
past October. It all happened one-two- 
three before a packed house at the Riviera 
Night Club over the Hudson from Man- 
hattan where Frankie was singing. Ava 
had been in New York for the opening of 
“The Snows of Kilimanjaro” and though 
Frank’s schedule had kept him from going 
to the premiere with her, as soon as he 
finished up his first show he piled into a 
car and tore down New York’s West Side 
Highway to pick her up and take her back 
to the Riviera for his late show. The club 
was packed when they got back—and look- 
ing quickly over the crowded room, Ava 
turned white. Sitting at a table with a 
group of friends was Marilyn Maxwell. 

When Frank sang an old song—a senti- 
mental ballad that he’s been doing for 
years—Ava took it into her pretty little 
head to decide that he was singing it for 
Marilyn. And Ava remembered those Hol- 
lywood rumors to the effect Frank used 
to find Marilyn attractive. 

Ava swept out of the Riviera, made her 
own way back to town, and the next thing 
Frank knew, she had flown to Hollywood 
and the wedding ring—wrapped in a fur- 
ious note—was winging its way across the 
continent to him. 

Now Frank can be just as temperamental 
—just as erratic—as Ava. And since the 
thing he cherishes most is his marriage, 
he'll go to any extreme to protect it. With 
the ring burning in his pocket he decided 
that he’d better get back to Hollywood—at 
once. He was scheduled to go on to St. 
Louis for a public appearance, but he didn’t 
want to appear anywhere except in front 
of Ava, where he hoped he could get things 
straightened out. 

Contracts? Tear ’em up! Career? 
cares? 


Who 


Maybe Frankie doesn’t—but his agent 
and his managers and a half a dozen people 
whose fortunes are invested in Frank’s 
voice do care—and care a lot. He was forced 
to keep his St. Louis commitments (inci- 
dentally, he broke every PA record the 
town has ever had). And Ava partied 
blithely in Hollywood, while Frankie ate 
his heart out in a lonely hotel room. 

These arguments started months before 
they were married. Once, in a New York 
hotel after they’d quarreled, Frank got 
Ava on the phone, threatened to commit 
suicide, then pulled his gun and fired a 
couple of shots in the pillows, to empha- 
size his point. Ava said later that she knew 
he was kidding all along. 

Another time, in a Nevada resort, it was 
reported that he took a flock of sleeping 
pills—maybe to scare her again, maybe to 
calm his nerves. But a doctor had to be 
called to bring him out of a deep sleep. 

Frankie says that things like that could 
happen in anybody’s life, but because it’s 
happening to him they make a “great big 
federal case out of it.” Of course, he’s right. 
But that’s the penalty one pays for being 
famous. 

If Frankie had gone on with his plans 
to be an obscure newspaper man and Ava 
had never come to Hollywood, they might 
have been happily wed. But then they 
probably would never have met at all. 
Frankie would probably have gone on 
living with Nancy, eating her spaghetti 
cooked in clam juice, and have had nothing 
more to worry about than keeping the kids 
in shoes. 

Instead, he sang his way into fortune and 
has taken on all the headaches of a mil- 
lionaire without the temperament or the 
training to move about in high financial 
circles. 

Swift fame and big dough went to his 
head with an intoxicating wallop. They 
brought him the back-slapping guys who 
were looking for somebody to touch, and 
they brought him the admiration of beauti- 
ful women. 

It wasn’t surprising that he began to 
think of himself as a big man who could 
do no wrong. 

And Ava has been living in a gold fish 
bowl too, ever since she arrived in Holly- 
wood and married Mickey Rooney. Those 
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who are closest to Ava now say that she 
never really loved Mickey—that she loved 
only the excitement of being married to a 
big name (he was tops in those days). 

Her marriage to Artie Shaw was some- 
thing else again. It was the most over- 
whelming emotion that had ever hit the 
still unsophisticated farm girl. Artie kidded 
Ava about her lack of erudition and her 
slow mental processes. For him, she be- 
gan reading books and emulating the poses 
of the so-called intellectuals who haunt 
the entertainment world. She began talk- 
ing about the problems of “the little 
people,” although it was quite apparent 
_ she was over her head most of the 
ime. 


Folks around Hollywood still choose to 
believe Ava has never got Artie entirely 
out of her mind and that she never will. 
Certainly, she seemed to be still in love 
with him up until not too many months 
before she married Frank. When Artie 
was appearing in New York’s “Bop City,” 
Ava arranged with a couple of songplug- 
gers—mutual friends—to take her to see 
Artie’s show. 

Ava herself says that’s all over now. 
Completely. And that there’s nobody she’d 
dream of using the word “love” about ex- 
cept Frankie. 

Despite a lot of tempestuous behavior 
which would seem to belie the fact, it’s 
probably true that Ava and Frank really 
do love each other—as much as any two 
egocentric, spoiled people can. But neither 
one has ever learned to compromise, nor 
learned to be reconciled to being anything 
but kingpin in his own bailiwick. 

Frank seems to have gone farther in this 
direction than his wife. The story of the 
sacrifices he made to marry her is old and 
familiar by now—the moral censure of his 
public, the break with his Church, the 
heavy financial penalties. But though the 
reading public may take them all for 
granted, Frank himself still smarts under 
their hurt. But he wouldn’t take one step 
backward to have these harms undone. 

He knew what he was sacrificing to 
marry Ava. And he'll regret those sac- 
rifices only if the marriage should collapse. 

Then what’s the trouble all about? 

Although some people say that much of 
the fuss stems from Frank’s financial 
troubles, that’s by no means the root of it 
all. Certainly Frank has had his tough 
times, and the fact that one-third of every- 
thing he ever earns is ear-marked for 
Nancy and the children, doesn’t make it 
easy for him to meet his bills. But he’s 
gradually pulling himself out of debt. The 
red ink on his balance sheet with Uncle 
Sam is being replaced by black. 

On this score, the story goes that Ava 
dipped deeply into her own bank account 
to help pull Frankie up financially. And 
it’s this fact that now makes it impera- 
tive for her to stay out of the United States 
for a full eighteen months (in order to 
benefit from income tax exemptions) so 
she can save some money. 

Despite stories to the contrary, Frank 
has never worried enough about money. 
He’s always operated blithely on the theory 
that there was no need, for instance, for 
flying in a public plane when he could 
charter one for himself. And he’s been 
almost madly generous—with lavish gifts 
to all his friends (he’s bought gold cigar- 
ette lighters literally in dozen lots) and 
with financial help to anyone who’s ever 
asked it of him. 

That’s why he was so opposed to Ava’s 
going off on the “Mogambo” location trip. 
It was not that he was afraid she would 
have a torrid African romance with Clark 
Gable, as so many people have suggested. 
He simply didn’t want her that far away for 
so long. Earning money did not seem to 
him to be nearly a good enough reason for 


















such a long and agonizing separation. 

And that’s why—against the advice of 
his agent and manager—he turned heaven 
and earth to try to arrange singing engage- 
ments that would keep him near her dur- 
ing this trip, no matter how that would af- 
fect his career at home. 

The rough spots in their romance don’t 
seem to have been created by career com- 
petition, either, though that’s another 
theory that’s making the rounds. “How,” 
people ask, “can you expect things to be 
any different—when she keeps moving up- 
ward all the time—and he keeps sliding 
down?” 

Things could be very different indeed. 
Ava has said a dozen times that she’d give 
her career up in a second, if she could find 
real happiness in her heart. It’s common 
knowledge that, when she and Frank were 
first married, she wanted nothing more 
than to become a mother. And she says 
that if she had a child she would make it 
her life. 

Since the marriage, she’s been downright 
cavalier about her movie commitments— 
and, at least at first, was willing to flaunt 
any authorities, even to go on suspension, 
as she once did, just to be with Frank. 

And as far as his own career is con- 
cerned, Frank is not the least bit worried. 
“TI can still make a buck,” he says. And he’s 
right. He can. There are literally hun- 
dreds of cities, in the United States and 
abroad, where he has never appeared, and 
where he could still pack ’em in, as wit- 
ness his recent St. Louis and Riviera 
record-breaking appearances. 

Though his voice is, perhaps, not quite 
as true as it once was (medical authori- 
ties say this is the direct result of his emo- 
tional upsets), he is a better showman than 
he ever was. And audiences still love him! 

Then if it isn’t the money, and it isn’t 
career, what is the ruckus all about? 


It’s all deep-rooted—and difficult to de- 
fine. It’s a job for a psychiatrist and not 
really for a magazine writer. But here’s 
the way it seems to shape up: 
These two do love each other. If they 
didn’t, would he have put himself through 
the fiery hoops he did to marry her? And 
would she be so violently jealous of him? 


But does she have any cause to be jeal- 
ous? Those who know them both best 
answer with a positive and vehement “No!” 
Though Frank was once supposed to be 
more than mildly guilty of a roving eye, 
things have changed entirely since Novem- 
ber 7, 1951, when he married Ava. Since 
then, he has not so much as looked at an- 
other woman. When they’ve had to be 


-separated, he has always carried a color 


picture of Ava with him (a stunning por- 
trait from “Sombrero”) and this goes on 
his bedside table. He has even gone so 
far as to give up his old men friends whom 
Ava happened not to like. 

Is it then, perhaps, some ask, that he 
may look back nostalgically on the com- 
paratively peaceful days with Nancy, that 
he may be yearning for a return to her? 
Again, the answer is “No.” Though many 
of his closest friends have suggested to him 
that this would be the wisest step he could 
take—that it would assure him tranquility, 
and practically guarantee the continued 
success of his career, he isn’t having any, 
thank you. Nancy has indicated that she 
would go back to him (the rumor is that 
she telephoned him in St. Louis after Ava 
sent back the wedding ring), but Frank 
says that could never be. He and Nancy, he 
says, were washed up years ago, long be- 
fore Ava ever came into their lives. Ava 
was not the cause of their breakup, he says. 
But she was the only woman whom he had 
ever truly loved—loved enough to give 
him the strength to face the breaking up 


of his home and the censure of the world. 
Then what? 
The finger points to Ava. 


And the words are hard to choose. 


Even though she denies any feeling for 
Artie Shaw, the wounds of that love seem 
to have left deep and ugly scars, and a 
desperate need to take revenge. Not on 
Artie, because he’s out of her life now. 
But on any man she loves. And Frankie is 
that man. So, without meaning to, with- 
out wanting to do so, she hurts him, hurts 
him deeply. And she hurts herself. 


Does she know that she’s doing it? Not 
consciously. And she hates herself when 
she does. She fights against it diligently. 
Somehow she just can’t help herself. 


But she’s trying. For a long time now, 
she’s been seeing a Hollywood psychiatrist, 
hoping that he can give her the strength 
she can’t quite summon up: within herself. 
And this was the cause of one more mari- 
tal battle. She wanted Frank to start psy- 
chiatric treatment too, and when he re- 
fused, a quarrel ensued. 


But he’s thought better of it lately. 
Though he’s by no means sure that this 
would be the solution, he says now that 
he’d try anything. If that will save the 
marriage, then he'll take any treatment 
that Ava wants him to. 


Perhaps, to a stranger, they'll both talk 
out the hurts and the fears that stand be- 
tween them now. Perhaps, with help, 
they'll find their own way to love. 


Or, maybe, with this help, they'll find 
that they might never bring each other 
anything but pain. 

With two young people like Frankie and 
Ava who have demonstrated over and over 
again that they are the victims of emo- 
tional immaturity, anything can happen. 

THE END 
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What Should | Do? 


(Continued from page 27) 
possibilities in the future? Why not run away 
with your own husband? 

Claudette Colbert 


Dear Miss Colbert: 

I am the kind of guy whose friends probably 
regard him as the brawn, instead of the brain, 
type. I played four years of high school foot- 
ball and two years of college football before 
going into the Marine Corps. I like the Corps 
fine. The associations are the best, the train- 
ing makes a guy a real man, and a fellow gets 
around. 

I guess I’m telling you this because I don’t 
want you to consider me a real cornball when 
I explain what’s eating me. I’ve got two girls, 
and I’m thinking about marrying one of them. 
I'd marry both of them if the courts didn’t 
have other ideas about such things. 

Helen likes all the things I do: swimming, 
horseback riding, tennis, watching ball games, 
and she knows what she’s talking about when 
she discusses sports. She has a good disposition, 
dresses well, and gets enough wolf whistles so 
that you know she’s all right in that depart- 
ment, too. I would say that her only serious 
fault is that she’s inclined to take the lead in 
things: I think she might try to boss a hus- 
band. I don’t think Id care for that. 

Lou-Marie’s little and dark. She has dimples 
and the longest eyelashes you’ve ever seen. 
She isn’t very athletic, but she dances to beat 
anything, and she says funny things. A real 
kick to be with. She can also sing and she has 
a pretty good job as a commercial illustrator. 
She has a fault, too; she’s moody. Also, she’s 
jealous. If I dance twice with another girl, she 
tries to get even. 

In spite of everything I think I’m in love 
with both girls, maybe because they’re so dif- 
ferent. But darned if I know which would 
make the better wife. Considering what you 
know about gals in Hollywood, which one do 
you think would be the best bet? 

Archer T. M. 


Dear Corporal M: 

There is a wonderful poem by John Gay 
which says, “How happy could I be with either, 
Were tother dear charmer away,” which, I 
think, describes your state of mind. 

As nearly as I can compute your age, 
I would judge it at twenty-one. I hope you 
won't think me unromantic if I point out that, 
in addition to the charmers described in your 
letter, you are likely to meet dozens of un- 
bearably lovely girls during the ensuing nine 
years. Such is the Marine Corps experience! 

Why not wait until some girl comes along 
who, although not entirely perfect, gives you 
the impression that you have never before met 
anyone as essential to your lasting happiness? 
As long as your emotions are torn between two 
girls, you aren’t really in love with either. 
The chief characteristic of the complex emo- 
tion we call love is your conviction that This 
Is It—there has never been anything like it . 
before, there will never be anything like it 
again. 

As long as you can write an objective let- 
ter about two girls—yow’re safe. When you start 
to write poetry about one girl—you’ve had it. 

Claudette Colbert 


Miss Colbert will be seen 
in “Outpost in Malaya” 








Have you a problem which seems to 
have no solution? Would you like the 
thoughtful advice of CLAUDETTE 
COLBERT? If you would, write to her 
in care of Photoplay, 321 S. Beverly 
Hills, California. If Miss Colbert feels 
your problem is of general interest, she 
will consider answering jt here. Names 
will be held confidential. 











(Continued from page 57) 
explained it all very carefully when she 
went off in the morning. And she apolo- 
gized humbly. 

But when she got back from the studio 
that night—no Rama. In the midst of a 
frantic search for him, a small truck pulled 
into the drive—and out stepped His High- 
ness. The plumbers had been working at 
Greer’s house that day, and Rama had de- 
cided that if Greer wouldn’t give him his 
daily airing, he’d get it for himself. So he 
simply stowed away. 

Jan Sterling has a Persian whose food 
tastes are strange even for felines, who 
are renowned for their finickiness about 
vittles. She won’t touch milk, and, com- 
pletely unconcerned about the soaring cost 
of living, insists on heavy cream—or noth- 
ing! She gets it, and she laps it up lan- 
guidly as a side dish to her two favorite 
solid foods—spaghetti and beans. 

Jane Powell’s Siamese, Demi-Tasse, is a 
demon for dishevelment. When she can’t 
find enough confusion ready-made to suit 
her, she custom-makes it for herself. Her 
favorite trick is to get into an open drawer 
and strew the contents with happy aban- 
don all over the house. One day, it may 
be hair ribbons, the next, spools of thread. 
When Demi-Tasse has finished her little 
chore, the house looks like the streets of 
New Orleans the morning after Mardi 
Gras. And then Demi-Tasse surveys the 
effect happily, and lies down in the midst 
of it for a comfortable snooze. 

Among the stars who own alley cats and 
adore them are Debra Paget, whose Tur- 
key Bell lives peaceably with a pair of 
Siamese called Minx and Chinx; and the 
Gene Nelsons, who welcome any and all 
creatures—so long as they mew—and sel- 
dom seat less than a half dozen under the 
kitchen sink at dinner time. 


P robably the most audacious of the “no- 
family-tree; who-cares” crowd is Henry, 
who rooms with Debbie Reynolds. Debbie 
speaks to him severely about the rashness 
of his warlike nature. But deep down in- 
side, she’s very proud of his prowess. “Be- 
lieve me,” she says, “there’s not even a 
dog in the neighborhood brave enough 
to tangle with Henry.” 

Henry, a tremendous feline who fights 
like a tiger, roars like a lion, and at times 
even scares Debbie, recently conducted a 
full-scale one-cat war, in which he wal- 
loped practically every cat on the block. 
Debbie read him the riot act. “If you don’t 
behave,” she told him, “find a new home!” 

Henry’s no dope. He knows when he’s 
well off—and living with Debbie is some- 
thing an awful lot of other cats (and peo- 
ple, too) would like. So, for the time 
being, he’s fulfilling his part of the peace 
treaty like a well-schooled international 
diplomat. But, like a diplomat, he’s no 
doubt treasuring the notion that treaties 
are made only to be broken. 

Another push - em - around pussycat, 
whose antecedents were in the alley, is 
Booby Trap, the pride of Peter Lawford. 
He came into Pete’s life late one stormy 
night, when Pete found him curled up on 
his patio, taking shelter from the wind and 
the rain. “Poor pussycat,” said Pete—or 
something equally inappropriate. And he 
reached down to pick him up. But Booby 
Trap would have none of that. He wasn’t 
waiting for any cluck-clucking invitation 
to come in out of the rain. He had picked 
this house, and now all he was waiting for 
was the owner, please, to hurry up and 
open the door. 

So Pete did. And Booby Trap made a 
beeline for the closet in Pete’s bedroom 
and settled himself in cozily. That’s been 
his headquarters ever since. 


Glamour Pusses 


Booby Trap did all right for himself, 
when he picked the Lawford house as his 
port in the storm. He’s living the life of 
Reilly these days. Every night at ten 
sharp, he demands—and gets—a bedtime 
snack. Then he climbs into Pete’s bed. To 
Pete himself, he grudgingly allots a tiny, 
and carefully measured out area along the 
very edge of the bed. This is no doubt a 
dispensation which he makes to Pete for 
having had the good sense to open the 
right door at the right time. 

Booby Trap has a lot of good reasons to 
be smug, for he is a creature of great 
culture. He has a complete repertoire of 
tricks—including rolling over and playing 
dead—a doggy routine that most cats just 
won't be bothered with. 

Pete says, “Cats are not as difficult to 
train as people think. If they like you, 
they'll do what you ask. But they are 
proud and self-willed. Cats can never be 
humiliated. They must be treated with 
tact, patience and understanding. You 
must never try to force them to obey you. 
And, above all, you must never show your 
temper.” 

And cats will tell you that the same 
thing holds true for people: If you’re pa- 
tient enough, you can teach them a trick 
or two, too. 

Marge and Gower Champion have picked 
up some pretty pirouettes, indeed, from 
their brood, two alley cats—Flower and 
Clara, and three Siamese—Wicket, Real 
George and Real Gladys. Marge and 
Gower study their graceful movements, 
their leaps and their jumps, and thus get 
new ideas for their dance routines. 

The cats pose one problem, though, that 
baffles the Champions. Like most cats, 
they scorn special beds—no matter how 
be-ribboned or be-catniped—and choose 
their own little corner to curl up in. It’s 
the corner this crowd has chosen that gets 
Marge and Gower—the back seat of an 
automobile. The Champions own both a 
Hillman Minx and a Pontiac. But the cats 
will have nothing to do with these plebian 
jobs. No indeed! Every night, five strong, 
they parade to the rose-covered garage 
down the lane, and settle themselves into 
the neighbor’s Cadillac. Now the Cham- 
pions are beginning to wonder whether 
they should trade in both their cars for 
one swish model, just to keep their wan- 
dering clan at home. 

Cat lovers know that you can’t be casual 
about what you call a cat. Says June 
Havoc: “The name is very important. It 
should suit the cat’s personality. And it 
should never, never embarrass him.” No 
Poopsies for her, or Tweedledums, or any 
other silly frilly monickers. “If you call 
your cat Shaggy,” she says, “he’ll be stub- 
born enough to live up to it. And no mat- 
ter how much you brush him, the maid 
will still mistake him for the mop and start 
wiping the kitchen floor with him.” On 
one point, she’s vehement: “Before you 
name him Billy, be sure he is a Billy, and 
not a Nellie.” 

In Hollywood, cat names range from the 
whimsical to the downright dignified. Anne 
Jeffrey, who is married to Bob Sterling, 
has named her cats after operatic charac- 





“Is Hollywood Carrying 
Sex Too Far?” 


In February Photoplay Sheilah Gra- 
ham gives some provocative answers. 


Don't miss this issue—on sale January 9 


ters—Madame Butterfly, Tosca, Traviata, 
Pinkerton. 

Ann Blyth calls her nine-year-old Irish 
Persian Mickey, because, she says, “the 
fires of Old Erin glow in his emerald green 
eyes.” And Jane Russell’s pair of Siamese 
are Ming and Buddha. 

Liz Taylor dubbed the kitten a London 
waiter gave her, Tailspin. “One look at 
that sweet little mite,” she says, “and that’s 
what I went into.” 

Ruth Roman’s mind took a romantic turn 
when she settled down to kitten christen- 
ing. Her triumvirate are known as Marco 
Polo, Golden Bells and Lord Renfrew. 

Gene Tierney calls her Maltese kitten 

Fifi, “because she’s like a flirtatious French 
midinette,” and Carleton Carpenter’s sleek 
black and gray striped beauty is Bugbee. 
But Carleton isn’t saying why. 
Phyllis Kirk says it’s obvious why she 
calls her half-Persian Aldous Huxley. 
“He’s the intellectual type. That white 
mark on his face gives him a raised-eye- 
brows look.” And Suzan Ball calls her 
Siamese, Chata, because she thinks she’s 
a dog, and loves to ride in a car and loves 
to speed.” Which, if Suzan says so, is 
probably a lot of good reasons. 


Anne Bancroft, who’s haunted by a cat 
called Dusty, doesn’t know how he got his 
name. And, in the center of a colony of 
cat worshippers, she’s audacious enough to 
admit that she doesn’t care. Dusty isn’t 
her cat at all. He just likes to pretend he 
is. He belongs to a neighbor—but this is 
a fact he prefers to ignore. He’s picked 
Annie for his very own—has made her 
home his, curls up on her lap and purrs at 
her adoringly. “So what can I do about 
it?” she asks, and she muses: “They must 
have grown catnip on my family tree.” 

There are always so many cats wander- 
ing around the Alan Ladds’ ranch, all 
mixed up with dogs and horses, that no- 
body ever can remember what they de- 
cided to call them all. Alan’s a softie for 
a kitten in distress, and distressed kittens 
always seem to sense it and head his way. 
Once on a vacation in Arizona, he came 
heme with a complete litter—because he 
happened on the scene when their insensi- 
tive owner was getting ready to drown 
them. And another time, he was attend- 
ing some outdoor graduation exercises, 
when a tiny little stray limped across the 
entire field looking lonely and lost—until 
it got to Alan. Then it purred, and hopped 
up into his lap. And that was that. But 
one of his favorite stories is that of his 
latest feline acquisition: 

“I was walking along the street when I 
saw a small boy with a huge cat. The boy 
was saying, ‘If you’re a he, I know that 
Mother will let me keep you.’ And then 
he sniffled. ‘But if you’re a she, gosh, Ill 
just have to put you back out into the 
street.’ He sniffled again. ‘And maybe 
somebody else will take you in.’ 

“Well, she was a she, all right. But the 
little boy and I made a deal: I traded him 
his she for one of a group of brand-new 
he’s I had at home.” 

There’s one Hollywood household where 
the cat king gets a little competition. And 
that’s Marlon Brando’s. Marlon knows 
better than even to whisper the fact when 
Joe’s around. And he goes so far to con- 
ceal it, as to have special cat-food air- 
mailed from New York to Hollywood. But 
the truth’s the truth. For years, Marlon’s 
true love has been Russell, his raccoon. 

“Maybe Joe does know a trick or two 
that Russell doesn’t,” says Marlon. “But 
who else, I ask you, would adopt a 
raccoon?” 

And you can’t deny he’s got something 
there. Who else, indeed? THe Enp 
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Can Dale Robertson Save His Marriage? 


(Continued from page 65) 

that they’re back together, they are even 
less willing—and logically so—to acknowl- 
edge that such rumors had ever made the 
rounds. But their close friends have com- 
mented, at length and passionately. “There 
was no ‘other woman, ” these confidantes 
of the warring couple insist. “And no 
‘other man.’” It is their feeling that the 
Robertsons’ marital trouble had been a long 
time a-brewing, and that the differences 
were there long before Dale reported to 
his studio for work on “The Silver Whip,” 
during the filming of which, allegedly, the 
whispered “new romance” was supposed 
to have begun. 

These differences—the real differences, 
according to devoted friends of both Dale 
and Jackie, make far less sensational read- 
ing than the romantic triangle which had 
been hinted at. They are deeper, more 
basic, and therefore, unfortunately, much 
harder to work out. Yet, if the Robertsons 
are to try to save their marriage, to re- 
instate it as a working partnership, they 
will have to face up to these differences 
—and they'll have to make compromises. 

“They'll have a lot of forgiving to do, 
before they can get back together,” an 
intimate girl friend of Jackie’s sums it 
up. “And then a lot of giving to do, after 
that, if the reconciliation is to take. It 
will be hard for them both. Jackie is 
proud. And Dale, the most charming guy 
in the world otherwise, is downright stub- 
born. But I think they’re in love with 
each other, still. And I know they are 
both mad for their baby daughter, Rochelle, 
who was three months old just two days 
before her parents separated. 

“I think they will both try. And every- 
body who knows them hopes that they 
will succeed in working things out. For 
they’re both wonderful people.” 


So that’s what it comes down to: two 
vital human qualities—Jacqueline’s pride 
and Dale’s stubbornness. And these two 
“heavies” can be more dangerous to the 
Robertson marriage—and to any marriage, 
for that matter—than any threat from the 
outside, no matter how sexually super- 
charged. 

No two people could have been more in 
love, no two people could have been surer 
of their decision than Dale and Jackie 
were when they exchanged their marriage 
vows on May 19, 1951. 

They knew that making a successful 
marriage in the tension-ridden atmosphere 
of Hollywood was a complicated and risky 
business, even for a stable and mature 
couple. And they were very, very young— 
Jackie was just nineteen—and they had 
a whole world of living and learning, and 
possibly of making mistakes, in front of 
them. Learning to unmake mistakes is a 
slow, but always hopeful, process. 

They had determined in advance to avoid 
that evil-eyed old shipwrecker, Career 
Trouble. Although Jackie was nicely 
started on an acting career of her own— 
she and Dale met for the first time, re- 
member, on the set of “Down Among the 
Sheltering Palms,” in which she played a 
small part—she decided with wisdom be- 
yond her years that one acting career in 
the family is problem enough. Her job, 
once she was Mrs. Dale Robertson, would 
be just that—to be Dale’s loving wife and 
homemaker, and mother to the brood of 
four or five small Robertsons they confi- 
dently expected to have. 

There would be absolutely no question 
that Dale would be the man in the house, 
the breadwinner. For one thing, his fierce 
masculine pride would have had it no 
other way. And certainly there was no 


question that he could fulfill this respon- 
sibility—his star was rising in pictures. 
Many years on top seemed certain to be 
ahead of him. 

And Jackie was admirably equipped for 
her feminine role. Educated in the best 
eastern private schools, bred to be a lady 
in the old-fashioned sense by her socialite 
parents, she was—even if under twenty—a 
poised and gracious woman ready in every 
way for marriage. 

The pitfalls they had not foreseen came 
in the areas of their life together where 
their two roles overlapped—the occasions 
when Jackie must share Dale’s life in the 
limelight as the wife of a celebrity, and 
the even more important times when Dale, 
as every young husband must, would be 
called upon to share the responsibilities of 
the household and, later, the family. 

Breaking Dale Robertson to domestic life 
proved very soon to be as difficult a task 
as taming some of the horses he breeds on 
his California and Oklahoma ranches. A 
man’s man to the core, Dale is a guy who 
simply cannot stand a rein. It was incom- 
prehensible to him that any woman, in- 
cluding his wife, should have the right to 
ask where he had been, and with whom, 
and how late. That he should be expected 
to telephone if he would be late to dinner, 
should be required occasionally even to 
show up on time, was, to him, a gross 
abridgment of his freedom. 

What happened, after awhile, was that 
Dale worked—or played—day and night, 
kept up his million and one contacts with 
his studio friends, his soft-ball friends, his 
horse-fancying friends, his dog-loving 
friends, while Jackie—who had given up 
her old friends to devote her life to Dale— 
sat at home in the valley. There were 
some especially lonely months when she 
sat there solitarily with the toys and tiny 
garments she had been assembling for their 
expected child. 

Actually, Jackie’s disillusion set in be- 
fore her honeymoon was over. Dale took 
his bride to a beautiful seaside resort in 
Santa Barbara, and Jackie was enchanted 
with the prospect of long, quiet hours in 
the sun—just the two of them. But it 
turned out that Dale had chosen Santa 
Barbara for their honeymoon destination 
because an important horse show was in 
progress there. They spent the entire day 
after their marriage ceremony admiring 


horses! Now Jackie likes horses as well 
as the next one; she is, in fact, an expert 
horsewoman herself. But on her honey- 
moon! Dale couldn’t have been more sur- 
prised that she should object. What else, 
his shrugged shoulders asked, does a guy 
do on his honeymoon? 

Jackie Robertson, on the afternoon of 
her marriage, was a gay, outgoing, confi- 
dent girl. A short month later she was 
subdued, withdrawn, and, her best friends 
thought, unhappy. 


Even the people who love Dale best, and 
know him best, could see what was hap- 
pening, and they were inclined to see it 
from Jackie’s point of view. 

When their separation occurred, Dale’s 
best friend, Kit Carson, talked to him like 
a Dutch uncle. His mother flew out from 
Oklahoma City to do what she could to 
save her son’s threatened marriage. At 
first Dale resisted all compromise. 

“That’s the kind of a guy I am,” he said, 
“if she wants me, she’ll have to get used 
to me as I am.” 

Jackie wanted him, but not at any price. 

Obviously, since they’re trying again, 
somebody gave in, or, more hopefully, both 
conceded some ground. 

Dale, it is certain, was happy to move 
his toothbrush and razor from Pal John 
Carroll’s guest room, and to get back to the 
quiet atmosphere of his valley home where 
he could “take off his gaiters” and relax 
to the music of soft baby sounds from the 
nursery. 

The reconciliation, of course, may not 
work. The Robertsons have faced their 
problems, but the harder task of solving 
them lies ahead. 

But then again, it very well may work. 
And all of Dale’s and Jackie’s friends are 
hoping so. 

“They’re good, kind and sensitive people, 
these two,” one of their best friends put 
it. “And when they were married—there’s 
no doubt about it—they had every inten- 
tion of marrying for keeps. 

“Any two people who feel as strongly 
about each other as they do, and who are 
willing to face up to the pitfalls honestly 
and courageously, as they’re doing now, 
deserve the help of all their friends—and 
the best of luck. 

“Things have to work out—because 
they’re such wonderful folks.” THE Enp 


From France and England, Zsa Zsa Gabor made news—telling the world she 
did so love her Georgie, couldn’t wait to finish filming “Moulin Rouge” and 
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(Continued from page 51) 

fine fall afternoon on the set of “Mississippi 
Gambler.” She was having a day off from 
work, and she came in, her flashy hair tied 
down under a scarf, her eyes wide and 
shining. She had been out with Dick An- 
derson in his new English racing car and 
“it had absolutely sent” her, as she phrases 
it. Dick was hovering in the background, 
his eyes watching her with a sort of hungry 
worship.’ We both asked him to get lost 
for an hour or so, as I couldn’t see how 
Piper could otherwise comfortably deal 
with the gossip item in a leading column 
that very morning—that she was about to 
marry Leonard Goldstein. 

The first thing you notice, on meeting 
Piper, aside from her physical beauty, is 
her thoughtful honesty and sincerity. She 
had never discussed Leonard Goldstein for 
publication before—but when I hit her with 
the question, she answered it frankly. 

“TI never think of Leonard as a date,” 
she said. “I think of him as a friend. 
Whenever we go out to a nightclub to- 
gether, Hollywood begins ‘coupling’ us, but 
actually the best times we have are when 
he comes over to my house, and we sit 
around with my folks and discuss things.” 

Piper flashed her mischievous grin. 
“Leonard is as old as my father,” she said, 
“but when my dad answers the door, Leon- 
ard always greets him with, ‘Hello, son.’ 
You see, I'll be twenty-one on my birth- 
day, this January, but Leonard is forty- 
eight. 

“The first time I ever met him was my 
first day on the Universal-International lot. 
That was almost three years ago, and I had 
a graduated senior high. I was abso- 

utely petrified at meeting him and when 
they introduced us, he scowled. 

“T didn’t know then that whenever he is 
shy, Leonard does scowl. All it did to me 
that day was make me more frightened. 

“They put me into a studio dramatic 
group, to study acting. I was tickled to 
discover Tony Curtis there. [’d known 
Tony before, you see, and when he asked 
me for a date, I was delighted to accept.” 


Piper paused, using the excuse of unty- 
ing the bandanna around her hair, to give 
herself more time to think. As that mass 
of red-gold tumbled around her shoulders, 
she looked incredibly exciting, her face 
so vivacious above the neckline of the ex- 
tremely tailored suit she was wearing. 

“People talk all the time about there not 
being enough fellows to go around in 
Hollywood,” Piper said, “and maybe it’s so, 
if you just stay in the movie crowd. But 
I honestly do think it makes a difference if 
you grew up here, as I did. I mean when 
Los Angeles is just your home town, as it 
has been mine since I was seven, you meet 
boys on a more casual basis. 

‘I took Tony over to meet my folks, just 
as I always have with every other boy, 
and we did go about together for a little 
while. We never dreamed that our first 
starring picture would be together. 

“My first picture, of course, was ‘Lou- 
isa’ and the studio sent me to Chicago to 
make a personal appearance with it. I was 
absolutely wildly excited, being in a big 
city like that, and putting up at a luxury 
hotel and all the rest of it. I made per- 
sonal appearances on sixteen TV and radio 
shows in five days, besides personal ap- 
pearances at the theatre, so I was com- 
pletely beat when I came in to the hotel 
lobby one night and saw Vic Damone 
standing there. 

“I started to speak to him—and then I 
realized I didn’t actually know him. I had 
just met him very casually. So I ran up 
to my room, but the phone was ringing, 
and it was Vic, asking me to come down 


~ Is Love for Laurie? 


and have a drink with him. I told him I 
didn’t drink. I told him it was my first free 
evening, when I could actually get a good 
night’s sleep. He persisted, so finally, with 
my studio chaperone, I went down to the 
cocktail bar for twenty minutes and had a 
ginger ale. But I did make a date to see 
Vic's show the next evening. 

“That really was a thrill. You see, I'd 
never been away from home before, or in 
a real night club like the Chez Paree— 
and the following evening, when Vic took 
me for a real fling around Chicago, I just 
nearly collapsed trying to absorb all the 
full glamour treatment. And I nearly 
flipped, being escorted by a celebrity! 

“The moment I got home, I got an order 
to report immediately to Mr. Goldstein’s 
office. I was absolutely terrified, and when 
I walked in, and Leonard smiled at me, 
and then told me he was going to co-star 
me with Tony in “The Prince Who Was a 
Thief,’ I was absolutely struck dumb. 

“To put me at my ease, I guess, Leonard 
began talking. He asked me what I really 
wanted to do, how much I studied, if I had 
ever seen any of the great performers. He 
said that one of the greatest, Sophie 
Tucker, was playing in town right then. 
He suggested that we go see her. 

“That was our first date, nearly two and 
a half years ago. It was wonderful being 
out with a man as respected as Leonard. 
Even with my very meager importance, I 
was learning that too many fellows have 
too many reasons for wanting to be seen 
out with a girl who has a movie career. 
It isn’t only the ‘wolf pack.’ That exists 
everywhere—and it’s the same I suspect, 
everywhere—and any girl with enough 
sense to wash her face, knows how to 
handle that problem. 

“But there is a special Hollywood prob- 
lem. Some apparently nice guy calls you 
for a date. You go out with him, and find 
that you have drifted, somehow, to where 
photographers are, and that somehow, next 
day, the fact that you were out with him 
has got itself into print. Then you know, 
if he’s an ambitious young actor or writer 
or something like that, that you’ve been 
used. You can’t help resenting it. 

“With Leonard, from the very first, I 
could discuss all my problems. I remem- 
ber, just after that first picture of Tony’s 
and mine was finished, asking him if it 
paid to be honest in movies—honest as an 
actress, I mean. Just as in any other 
business, out here you see a lot of people 
cheating around the edges, cultivating ‘the 
right people,’ pretending to be something 
they are not, and all the rest of it. 

“Sometimes at my house, with my folks, 
sometimes at his house, with his two sis- 
ters, Leonard would point out to me the 
simplicity of somebody like Helen Hayes, 
or the long-time career of someone like 
Claudette Colbert, who climbed entirely 
on merit and nothing else. 

“Then, when there was some night-club 
act he wanted to see for the studio, or some 
great stage performer, he’d take me along, 
and point out why this star was a star. 
Or if he was reading some special book 
for possible production, he’d sometimes 
have me read it, too, and he’d tell me why. 
in his opinion, it was good or bad. 

“This is the way it has always been with 
me and Leonard, and this is the way it still 
is. He’s a constant education to me, and 
I owe him very much. But I do not call it 
romance, no matter what columnists say.” 

Dick Anderson came strolling back at 
this moment. From his great height he 
looked down on us. “Are you two through 
yakking yet?” 

Piper’s eyes sparkled at him. “Go away,” 
she said, “we are about to take you apart.” 

“That should take all of five minutes,” 


Dick said. “I’ll see you then.” 

Piper smiled as he moved away. “Dick’s 
such a nice, intelligent boy,” she said. “We 
have fun together on very simple dates— 
just dinner and a movie, generally, or 
maybe just an evening at my house, play- 
ing records or talking endlessly about act- 
ing. My mother says when Dick and I 
get together we never stop talking.” 

“Where lovers are more often silent,” I 
said. 

“Yes, that’s right.” 

“Like things were, maybe, with Charlie 
Simonelli?” I asked. 

“Oh, please,” said Piper, “I don’t want to 
talk about that.” 

Some insiders in Hollywood insist that 
this was the brief flirtation that really hit 
Piper’s heart. Perhaps. For the record, 
Charles Simonelli is an executive in Uni- 
versal-International’s New York office. He 
and Piper did date frequently, and were 
serious enough to part over religious dif- 
ferences—which certainly suggests their 
feeling for one another was far from trivial. 


With young David Schine, heir to the 
fabulous Schine hotel chain, the religious 
difference does not exist—but something 
that would be of considerable importance 
to Piper does figure: Schine has no parti- 
cular interest in show business and Holly- 
wood. She has every interest in it. 

By way of innocently proving, without 
even knowing it, that her career is based 
on intelligence, as well as on beauty and 
talent, Piper said, “I have a friend who 
married outside this profession. She didn’t 
want to give up her career and her hus- 
band didn’t demand it. But recently, when 
she got a very fine part and was naturally 
very excited about it, he was just mildly 
interested. He was nice about it, indulgent 
over her excitement, but that’s all. 

“T wouldn’t be able to stand that, I know. 
But I would never get into such a marriage 
in the first place, because if my husband 
weren't fascinated by what I was doing, and 
I excited about everything that concerned 
him, I’d know we didn’t have enough in 
common to make it a lasting thing. My 
parents have had a wonderful marriage. 
So has my older sister. That’s the kind 
I want—and because I do, I won’t be doing 
anything impulsive. I’m very grateful that 
I do have dates. But you'll never see any 
‘eloping’ headlines about me.” 

“Suppose you suddenly fall in love at 
first sight?” I said. 

“Oh, I did once. 
again,” said Piper. 

That’s where this character Rick came in. 
“I was in several of his classes in junior 
high,” Piper said, “and I nearly swooned 
whenever I saw him. But he never once 
looked my way. And isn’t it weird that 
now he lives right on the same street that 
I do—and he still never looks my way. 

“He doesn’t even recognize me—but I 
couldn’t fail to recognize him. He looks 
just as tall, dark and handsome to me as 
he did six years ago.” 

“Tall, dark, handsome, blind and dumb,” 
I said, “or he would have to recognize you.” 

“No,” said Piper. “I was a terrible look- 
ing kid in school. I had long red pigtails. 
I had freckles all over my face and I was 
overweight. I had another name, too.” 

“Just suppose he does recognize you 
some day?” 

“Oh, don’t,” said Piper. “I get weak at 
the very thought.” 

We saw Dick Anderson circling back our 
way and we backoned to him to join us. 

But this is a special note to a guy named 
Rick: Why don’t you start ringing door- 
bells in your neighborhood until you hit 
the right one? In my opinion, you’re miss- 
ing a great opportunity. THe ENp 


It’s terrible. Never 
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Split Personality 


(Continued from page 49) 
was Clark Gable. “Hello, Debbie,” he said, 
and she fell on the floor. 

With Gene Kelly, talking presented no 
problem. She merely couldn’t dance in 
front of him which, considering the script 
of “Singin’ in the Rain,” made everything 
great. He’d show her the step. She’d look 
on like a goon. “Try it,” he’d say. Her 
legs would refuse to budge. “You’re on a 
pedestal,” she’d wail, “and I’m in the soup.” 

“Let’s meet halfway.” 

She’d had no professional training. Kelly 
and O’Connor were both tremendous hoof- 
ers. “Just the same,” she recalls severely, 
“I acted real young. But Gene had more 
patience than Job, so I gradually aged.” 

The wrinkles don’t show yet and she’s 
still comparatively carefree, despite an im- 
possible schedule that keeps her tearing 
around from pictures to publicity, from tap 
and ballet to voice and dramatic lessons. 
She loves the whole business now, though 
when Warner Brothers first signed her, it 
was just a joke to sixteen-year-old Mary 
Frances, and at times a poor one. Her 
heart belonged to John Burroughs High, to 
the Girl Scouts, to the French horn she 
tootled in the band, and to umpteen other 
activities. It belonged to her studies, too. 
She worked hard for good credits, so she 
could get to college and be a gym teacher. 


Then came the Burbank on Parade con- 
test. Debbie practically passed out when 
the emcee announced, “And Queen of all 
Burbank, Miss Mary Frances Reynolds.” 

As per agreement, Warners handed her 
a contract, but no work till the very end 
when she played June Haver’s sister in 
“The Daughter of Rosie O’Grady.” The 
awful part was dropping out of the beau- 
tiful hurlyburly of Burroughs. Mornings 
she went to school at the studio, after- 
noons she tried returning to her own baili- 
wick, and she learned firsthand of the perils 
of prominence. Lots of the kids expected 
her to be snooty, so they beat her to the 
punch by being snooty first. She'd trail 
home and cry like mad, which relieved her 
emotions, but failed to solve the dilemma. 
She advised herself, (1) Cheer up; (2) 
Steer clear of Burroughs till your contract 
runs out, then go back and forget the 
whole dumb deal, including Deborah. 

That’s the name they picked for her, 
Deborah. “What’s wrong with Mary 
Frances?” 

“Too plain. What’s wrong with Deb- 
orah?” 

“Too dignified.” 

They compromised on Debbie. But to her 
family and school friends, she remains 
Franny. To herself, she’s a split person- 
ality. “I feel like Franny at home and like 
Debbie on the lot, and you’d be surprised 
how the two of us get along.” 

Burroughs she had to get along without. 
M-G-M caught her when Warners dropped 
her option. “Two Weeks With Love” did 
the trick. Most beginners (and some vet- 
erans) will tell you they writhe in torment 
through their own performances. Such is 
their agony that they skulk into darkened 
theatres to suffer alone. Debbie’s the ex- 
ception. In addition to parents, grandpar- 
ents, brother Bill and his wife, Joyce, she 
rounded up twenty of her gang for the 
sneak preview. If they liked it, fine. If 
not, the world would still turn. Watching 
herself on the screen, she felt no pain. Out 
of her first bout with autograph hounds 
she got the topsyturviest feeling. “They 
acted like I was doing them a favor. Golly, 
imagine what they were doing for me!” 
After a malt with her girl friends, she went 
home to her folks who never dreamed of 
calling her wonderful. They liked her, 
that’s all. Bill said, “Pretty good, Sis.” She 


doesn’t remember what anyone else said. 
As Mary Frances, Bill’s “pretty good” had 
always been her private Academy Award. 
It was good enough for Debbie. 

The picture started Debbie’s stock soar- 
ing and her mind working. Up to then, it 
had all been an accident, pleasant but crazy 
—and likely to explode in her face any day. 
Up to then, none of it mattered much. But 
suddenly it came to matter a-lot. “You 
know that old corny saying about grease- 
paint getting inside of you? Well, it’s in- 
side of me,” she informed her parents. 

On the subject of her mother and father, 
she’s not effusive. She just talks about 
them, and soon it becomes plain that no par- 
ents were ever more popular with a child. 
“They’re immensely broadminded. Not 
knowing a thing about show business, all 
of a sudden here I am in the midst of it. 
Many others would likely be inclined to 
say, ‘We don’t think our daughter ought 
to go into it. This is supposed to be quite 
a fast business. She might change.’ What 
they did, without telling me till much later, 
was just quietly take themselves over to 
Warner Brothers, and meet practically 
everybody except Jack Warner. There’s 
nothing at all wrong with these people, 
they decided. They’re pretty nice folks— 
and you can be just as fast in whatever 
business, if that’s how you feel about it. 
So when I said I wanted to stay in, it was 
fine with them.” 

For the rest, she feels very lucky, but 
keeps a temperate head. “I don’t burst 
with excitement. I’m not demonstrative 
that way. Maybe it’s better when you are. 
It makes people think you appreciate it 
more. I couldn’t appreciate it more, but I 
can’t go around screaming about it and I'll 
tell you something: If a fairy godmother 
had tipped her wand and asked me to 
choose, I would have liked finishing hi, 
school first. High school’s such an unwor- 
ried kind of fun. This is a real responsible 
kind of fun. Please don’t make it sound 
like complaining. It’s just a small regret.” 

The family now includes Joyce and baby 
Gail—Bill’s at Fort Ord—and they all live 
together in the house Dad bought when 
they left El Paso for Burbank twelve years 
ago. Since Burbank’s a long haul from the 
studio, Debbie’s sometimes asked why she 
didn’t take a place of her own. This query 
never ceases to puzzle her. “What for? 
I'd be embarrassed even to mention it. It’s 
like saying your parents’ house isn’t good 
enough. I love their house. I wouldn’t 
want to live anyplace else. It’s not the 
size that makes a home, but the spirit. In 
size, it has bedrooms enough for all of us. 
In spirit, it says, ‘Come in and bring your 
friends and take your shoes off.’ ” 


Dad works for the Southern Pacific. 
Mother’s a housewife. They live on his 
salary, as always. Debbie’s business man- 
ager invests her earnings, and gives her 
twenty a week to squander. “That goes 
for lunches, bowling, shows, and if I want 
to buy a belt or something. Right now the 
family’s away, so I have to spend more for 
food. And my dog, Tourjeté (named after 
a ballet step) and cat, Henry, eat better 
than I do.” 

Living at home doesn’t cramp her sense 
of independence, an asset diligently fos- 
tered by her elders. In her three years at 
M-G-M, Dad’s never been seen on the lot, 
and Mother rarely. “You wouldn’t believe 
it,’ she reported to Mom one day, “but 
some mothers stick with the girl. This 
would be to me very disconcerting. It 
would wear me out.” 

“Wear you out? And what on earth do 
you think it would do to me? I don’t have 
to follow you, Franny. You’ve been raised 
so we know you won't go off your rocker.” 








She’s been working too constantly to en- 
joy much leisure. Even on Sundays, she 
poses for magazine layouts. But when a 
holiday does come along, her idea of fun 
is to sleep late, have a girl friend or two 
over, swim and lie in the sun with the radio 
on. Evenings she gets in around seven, 
eats, helps with the dishes, plays records, 
reads and goes to bed. 

She thinks it’s wrong to let movies push 
all the rest of life out of your head, and 
make you one-sided. In her family, you 
can’t be one-sided, because they’re inter- 
ested in too many other things. With Dad, 
she has big discussions about politics and 
what she calls “worldly situations.” Mom’s 
community-minded, active in Scouting and 
the local Blood Bank. If Mom fails to get 
her quota, it upsets her to where she can’t 
eat or sleep. It upsets them all. Anything 
to do with Korea is their vital concern, not 
only because Bill’s at Fort Ord, but because 
lots of boys they know and don’t know are 
at the fighting front. Apathy on this score 
stirs Debbie to battle. “Some people know 
there’s a war on, but not with their hearts. 
They say, ‘Yes, it’s terrible,’ but ask them 
for a pint of blood they'll never miss and 
some kid might die without it, and they 
drift away.” The green eyes cloud. “I 
don’t know if it makes me mad or sad.” 

She used to get mad with the greatest of 
ease. Time was when she’d holler and 
claw and hit, or stomp off in a rage when 
they called a foul on her. Somewhere in 
junior high she got wise to herself. Said 
Debbie to Debbie: “You’re being pretty 
childish, letting yourself blow your top on 
purpose about stuff you won’t even remem- 
ber tomorrow. Better change your ways, 
sister.” And she did. 


Both at home and studio, she’s predis- 
posed in favor of the human race, though 
some members of it, like habitual late- 
comers, drive her nuts. And she has no 
use for people who pretend. She can al- 
ways spot them. “Because they’re too, 
too sweet or too, too something.” Accord- 
ing to Mother, one of her main faults is 
how she treats the few who get on her 
nerves. “I find it hard not to be really 
sarcastic. I do all I possibly can to antagon- 
ize them. I usually succeed.” Mother be- 
lieves in politeness, no matter how you 
feel. So does Debbie, in theory. 

Debbie’s dream-come-true is her swim- 
ming pool. They joked about it at home, 
knowing they’d never be able to afford it. 
But after her contract, the joke turned into 
the dream, and the dream came closer 
when her manager said she had enough 
money in the bank. Dad was against it, 
however. He doesn’t like you to change 
things round the house. So she went to 
work on him. Not in a crude way, not nag- 
ging, “Dad, please can I have a pool?” Very 
subtly. Say they’d be mowing the lawn 
on a hot afternoon, and she’d push the 
damp hair from her brow, heave a heart- 
rending sigh over all the grass left to be 
cut, and watch him weaken out of the cor- 
ner of her eye. By the time he left for 
his vacation, she saw he was weak enough 
to stand the shock. “So home he comes 
and finds this big enormous hole in the 
ground. My poor father just looked at it. 
Then he said that what’s done is done, which 
has always been his philosophy. But on 
top of that he likes swimming.” 

When it came to her room, she asked the 
question direct. “Pop, can I make my room 
bigger?” 

“What for?” 

“My clothes. They’re spilling over.” 

“Can’t be done, Franny. It means chang- 
ing the roof.” 

As a practical psychologist, Franny’s no 
dope. Before departing on a personal ap- 
pearance tour, she carefully arranged gar- 
ments every which way over bed, tables 








Its my one 
essential 
cream 


Mrs. Cornelius Vanderbilt, Jr., 
makes one special cream a 
“must”’ for her daily skin care. 
This famous cleansing cream is 
an exclusive formulation of skin- 
helping ingredients. Together, 
these ingredients in Pond’s Cold 
Cream work on your skin as a 
team—in inter-action. They 
cleanse embedded dirt from pore- 
openings, and, at the same time, 
supply your skin with oil and 
moisture it needs to be smooth, 
young-looking. Use Pond’s Cold 
Cream every night (mornings, 
too). See your skin look lovelier. 


Get Pond’s Cold Cream today. 


Mu Comclius Verde, Ve 
Her delicate blonde beauty requires special care. ‘‘Nothing I’ve used keeps 
my skin so smooth and fresh as Pond’s Cold Cream,” Mrs. Vanderbilt says. 
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Design Smart Fashions 
Fascinating work. Originate your own distinctive 



























and comfort “jangled” Don’t neglect an externally caused pimply 
nerves. Contains no Bar- broken out skin that nobody loves to touch! 
bituates. Follow the label. Apply wonderfully medicated Poslam Ointment 
Avoid excessive use. At all tonight—check results next morning after just 
drugstores. one application! 


Poslam contains all 9 ingredients well known 
toskinspecialists—works faster, moreeffectively 
to help you to a finer complexion. Apply it after 
washing skin with non-alkali Poslam Soap. At 
druggists everywhere—costs so little. 














BORROW 5,0 
mail Enlarged or Tender Joints 
Quickly Relieved ! 


Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pads 
quickly relieve painful 
pressure on the sensitive 
spot . . . soothe, cushion, 
rotect it. Enjoy real re- 
fier as millions do wi 
Dr. Scholl’s—world’s 
largest selling foot aids. 































If you need cash FOR ANY PURPOSE... you . 
B may BORROW $50 to $500, regardless of % 
£ where you live . . . entirely by mail .. . FAST, § 
g CONFIDENTIAL service. NO CO-SIGNERS! NO 
INQUIRIES made of employers, friends, or 
tradespeople! SOLVE YOUR MONEY PROB- 
§ LEMs, Now! Consolidate old bills. Buy what Z 
¥ you need and repay in convenient monthly oi 
payments to fit your income. ACT NOW! 






Mail coupon for a money-request application. 


i AMERICAN LOAN PLAN  bept. tw.1 


Supervised by the State of Nebrasha 
§ 219 City National Bank Bidg., Omaha 2, Nebr. 
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Reduce! 
lts Fun 


This Common Sense Way 


“T’'ve really got to reduce!” 
—how many times have 
you promised yourself that 
and then kept putting it off. 
Delay no longer—let Sylvia 
of Hollywood tell you how 
to reduce The Common 
Sense Way. Let Sylvia ex- 
plain what you can do for 
yourself to improve your 
figure. There is no magic 
about The Common Sense 
Way to a beautiful figure. 
But if you follow the sug- 
gestions Sylvia of Holly- 
wood has for you in her 
book No More Alibis you 
may, perhaps, challenge the 
beauty of the loveliest 
movie star! 


Sylvia of Hollywood 
Names Names 


Sylvia of Hollywood has reduced scores 
of famous stage and screen stars—suc- 
cessfully. In this book Sylvia tells how 
she helped many of Hollywood’s brightest 
stars with their figure problems. She 
names names—tells you how she devel- 
oped this star’s legs—how she reduced 
that star’s waistline—how she helped an- 
other star to achieve a beautiful youthful 
figure. Perhaps your own figure problems 
are identical to those of your favorite 
screen star. 
_—==COONLY $1.00 
A brand new edi- 
tion of Sylvia’s 
famous book, No 
More Alibis is now 
ready for you. This 





| the roof comes off. 





| a most considerate person. 


Partial Contents 


New Edition 


Too Much Hips, Reduc- 
ing Abdomen, Reducing 
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edition contains all 
the text matter of 
the original book, 
plus the greatest 
part of her splendid 
book on personality 
development en- 
titled Pull Yourself 
Together, Baby. 
Now get Sylvia’s 
secrets of charm as 
well as beauty! The 
price of this beauti- 
fol new illustrated 
edition is only $1 
postpaid. 
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and chairs, achieving an effect of orderly 
disorder. She figured her father’d wander 
into the room. She figured he’d miss her. 
She figured his heart would be smitten for 
his poor absent daughter without enough 
space in her home to hang up her clothes, 
though she did her pathetic best. She fig- 
ured right. On her first night back Dad 
produced a paper. “About your room, 
honey. I called in some men and got some 
estimates. Let’s sit down and see who can 
build it the best for the least.” 

When it was completed, Mother sec- 
tioned off the cabinet for her monkey col- 
lection, so that each monkey has its own 
little nook. Her delight in monkeys dates 
from her earliest visits to the zoo. Dolls 


| she never cared for, though she’s kept 
| about seven for her children, in case there’s 


a girl and she’s silly enough to prefer dolls 
to monkeys. Her thwarted ambition is to 
own a live one. Whenever she mentions it, 
“Dogs, cats, I don’t 
mind,” says Mom. “But monkeys, no!” 
“Then Ill just have to warn my hus- 


| band.” 


“What husband?” 

“The one I won’t marry unless he gives 
me a monkey.” 

But at the moment, marriage is some- 
thing she thinks of as way off in the future. 
Bob Wagner—universally known as R. J.— 
is the boy she dates most, which doesn’t 
mean they’re exclusive with each other. She 
enjoys going out but not to the point of 
overdoing it. For one thing she works too 
hard. For another, she is a sleepyhead and 


| round eleven she gets tired. 


R. J. understands Debbie perfectly. He’s 
If you’re dead 


beat and beg off a date, he never gives you 
a sarcastic routine. He says, “Get a good 
night’s rest. I'll call you next week.” 

R. J. doesn’t try to change her, doesn’t 
think her monkey collection’s idiotic, 
doesn’t poke fun at Scouting. “I don’t have 
time to be active in it now, but I’m vitally 
interested. Some people think if you’re in 
the Girl Scouts, you have to be this small, 
smaller than Tourjeté, or Henry. They 
think when you’re grown up, it’s the stu- 
pidest thing which, if you’ll pardon me, is 
pure ignorance. R. J. kids me about it, but 
in a sympathetic way, and that’s different. 
I’m completely myself with him, for bet- 
ter or worse, and I don’t mean the mar- 
riage service. I just mean friendship.” 

Marriage is like a career, Debbie be- 
lieves. It takes lots of time. To be fair all 
round, a girl should either have her career 
well set or else no career. Janie Powell 
was set. So was Liz Taylor. Debbie’s just 
building up what they’ve had seven years 
to accomplish. “I was thinking about it the 
other night. How I dash out of bed in the 
morning, work all day, then barely have 
time to rush home and hit the sack. Heav- 
ens-to-Betsy, my poor husband would 
never even see me.” 

A messenger came to call her back to 
rehearsal. Hoisting her poodle under one 
arm and her thermos under the other, she 
flitted off like a sunbeam in pedal-pushers, 
leaving the alley a little drabber. Which 
remark, being too, too sentimental, will 
doubtless annoy the heck out of her. So 
maybe we'd better take a leaf out of 
brother Bill’s book. As a performer, he 
dubbed her pretty good. As a girl, she’s 
likewise. THE ENp 





Change of Heart 


(Continued from page 68) 


| Richard Coyle had been Mitzi’s best beau 


since she was seventeen. At that time, her 
rise to movie stardom was a dream. But it 


| was a dream she knew would come true— 
| with steady and hard work. Yet Mitzi had 
| another dream, one of a home, a husband, 
| and children. And when she first saw Rich- 
| ard, she knew with the confidence of her 


seventeen years that this was the man 
who should share her future. 
Older minds might have laughingly con- 


| sidered Richard Mitzi’s first “crush.” When 


her mother saw that Mitzi was serious, she 


| didn’t laugh it off. Instead, she wisely 


extracted a promise from her daughter 
she was 
twenty-one .. . until she knew beyond a 
doubt that she was ready for marriage. 
Mitzi made the promise and told Richard, 


| “That gives me four whole years to prepare 
| myself to be a good wife.” 


But toward the end, Mitzi, who has al- 


| ways considered marriage the most im- 


portant step in anyone’s life, found that 
doubts had begun setting in. There should 
be no doubts, she realized. And that was 


| when she began to take stock of her life. 


Seventeen is the time when most young 
girls are caught up in a happy social whirl. 


| They have crushes. They “go steady.” But 


for the most part, they generally date a 
good many fellows before finding the one 
and only. Mitzi never had a great deal of 
the carefree freedom that one associates 
with school days. She worked long hours 
for her stardom and it was a full-time job. 
Then she found Richard, and she went with 
no one else for four years. 

Growing up can be a bewildering ex- 
perience under the most normal circum- 
stances. Mitzi achieved stardom in the 
process. And once she had attained her 
goal, suddenly she had more time to take 
a good look at the world and herself. In 


growing up, Mitzi saw that she had changed. 
Today she’s more mature, with a more 
sophisticated sparkle, both as a person and 
a personality. And she has an exciting new 
future before her. 

There have been rumors that there is 
another man in Mitzi’s life. A very im- 
portant man. It has been said that he 
entered the picture during the time she 
was appearing in the musical comedy, 
“Jollyanna,” in San Francisco. It has also 
been said that he hired a noted dance di- 
rector to sharpen Mitzi’s dance numbers 
in the show. 

It could, of course, be love. There is 
nothing Hollywood likes better than a love 
story, which may explain the rumors. How- 
ever, according to the Hollywood grapevine, 
Mitzi’s friend is making plans to produce 
a lavish musical. This being the case, Mitzi, 
one of the most talented dancers in film- 
land, would be a likely choice for the lead. 
So it is more logical to assume that his in- 
terest is business—rather than romance. 

Another report substantiates this con- 
clusion by its mere absurdity. As rumors 
go, they have gone from the mysteriously 
romantic to the ridiculous. One fantastic 
report had it that Mitzis new beau was 
having her carefully watched twenty-four 
hours a day. If true, the guard did double 
duty, as Mitzi’s mother is with her con- 
stantly. They have moved from the house 
they shared with Richard and his mother 
and are now sharing a modest apartment 
together. 

In breaking her engagement, Mitzi has 
ended a chapter in her life. “Actually,” a 
friend of the Gaynors has said, “This has 
been coming for a long time.” 

It’s hard for a girl to admit that she 
was wrong. Especially, when it means 
hurting one of the best friends she will 
ever have. A change of heart takes courage 
—like Mitzi’s. THe Enp 








DREAM CORONATION PEARLS* 


HERE’S WHERE YOU 
CAN BUY 
PHOTOPLAY STAR 
FASHIONS: 


Five-Star Dress by Jerry Gilden: 


FROM MANUFACTURER—DIRECT TO YOU! 


Beautiful, creamy, lustrous pearls . .. glowing loveliness for 
every age, every occasion and exceptional values in every 
way. When you feel these exquisite pearls you'll know in an 
instant that HERE are the very pearls you want.. 
long, 18 inch graduated strand.. with that 
expensive look — at much less than you 
dreamed of: paying 













Franklin Simon Co., 
New York, N. Y. 
Atlas Jewelry 
Stewart Dry Goods Co., 
Louisville, Ky. 
Beck Shoes 
At A. S. Beck Stores 
Betmar stocking cap 
McCreery’s, 
New York, N. Y. 
Betmar feather profile hat 
I. Magnin & Co., 
San Francisco, Cal. 
Coronet navy calf bag 
Best & Co., 
New York, N. Y. 


Coronet leather satchel bag 













STERLING SILVER CLASP 
with patented safety lock, so 
that you never lose your pre- 
cious pearls! 


Tax 
Included 


$198 


COMPLETELY 
GIFT-PACKAGED 











%* SIMULATED—please note that CORONATION simu- 
lated pearls have the weight, the lustre and the 
look of genuine cultured pearls, yet cost only a 





Best Apparel, 
Seattle, Wash. 
G. Fox & Co., 
Hartford, Conn. 

Dawnelle gloves 
Harzfeld’s 
Kansas City, Mo. 
Picardot only: 
Saks-34th Street 
New York, N. Y. 

Deltah pearls and carryette 
at fine jewelry stores 

Glentex velvet stole 
Stern Bros.. 

New York, N. Y. 

LaTausea jewelry 
Kaufmann Dept. Store, 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 

Best & Co., 
New York, N. Y. 

Madeap hats 
Carson, Pirie Scott, 
Chicago, Ill. 

N. Y. Umbrella Co. umbrella 
Arnold Constable, 
New York, N. Y. 
Gimbel’s, 

Pittsburgh, Pa. 

Queen Quality shoes 
Queen Quality Shoe Stores 

Speyer belts 
H. Braunstein, 
Wilmington. Del. 
Saks-34th Street. 
New York. N. Y. 

Wear Right gloves 
The Fair, 

Chicago, Ill. 
Tee-off only: 
Lord and Taylor, 
New York, N. Y. 





For stores nearer you, write to 
Fashion Editor, Jessica Bradt 


To order THE PHOTOPLAY 
STAR, simply send $2.50 (fed- 
eral tax and postage included) 
in check or money order to: 
Coro, Inc., Attention: H.M.B., 
47 West 34th Street, N.Y.1,N.Y. 











lod ed of ACT FAST! Your Coronation Pearls 


delivered in an exquisitely satin-lined, royal 
blue, felt-covered presentation box! 





fraction of their price! 


MERCURY JEWELRY COMPANY PH 
112 Main St., Ossining, WN. Y. 


Please send me your DREAM CORONATION SIMU- 
LATED PEARLS in the PRESENTATION GIFT BOX. 
1 enclose $1.98 [] cash [] money order [) check. 
You pay postage. (No C.0.D.’s please.) 
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many old leg sores by relieving venous 
congestion if caused by varicose veins, 
leg swelling or injuries. Send today for 
book and trial p_an. 

R. G. VISCOSE COMPANY 


140 WN. Dearborn St., Chicago 2, Illinois 


Easy to use Viscose applications may heal 


High School Course 


Eel Many Finish in 2 Years 


as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Equivalent to resi- 

res for college entrance exans. Standard 
ploma awarded. Credit for H. S. subjects 
t esired. Ask fo 
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American School, Dept. H-t53, Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37 
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WAN CHILDREN’S 
> PHOTOS 
For Calendars ® Billboards © Magazines 


Your child’s photo may bring you as much as $200 
from advertisers. Big demand for pictures of boys and 
girls 6 months to 18 years old. Let your child, too, have 
this wonderful opportunity to be presented to the 
nation’s leading advertisers. (Not a contest.) Send 
ONE small photo for our approval (ONLY @NE). 
Print child’s name and parent’s name and address 
on back. Picture returned in 60 days if not accepted. 


SPOTLITE PHOTO DIRECTORY 
* 7070 Dept. E, Hollywood Bivd., Hollywood, ‘Calif. 


Sleepless Nighi ane 
OLD- 
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FASHIONED 


“GET SOME 


shut: eye 


INSTEAD 





No Prescription Needed 
Amazing “shut-eye” shuts your eyes 
softly—helps you relax and drift into 
natural, restful slumber. Don’t lie 
awake and worry. Get “‘shut-eye”’ to- 
day. At most drug stores. 30 tablets $1. 
FOLLOW LABEL—AVOID EXCESSIVE USE 


shut-eye 


Harrison Products, Inc., San Francisco 5 


* 


| START $3,270.00 TO $3,795.00 A YEAR 
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Want A 


U.S. GOVERNMENT 





Prepare NOW for Ee Se ae ae eee 
> FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 

2 Dept. S-98, Rochester 4, N. Y. 

a (Not Gov’t Controlled) 

pointments being 5 Sirs: Rush without charge, (1) 32-page 
made. 32-page ° book with list of U.S. Government Jobs: 
Book FREE. © (2) Tell me how to qualify far one. 

Mail Coupon / DERTIG .cvccsscevcecsssccsee 
Today, SURE. Se idecsiniiesnte ececocavescccscosese  MpDscres 


Thousands a 





RELIEVES PAIN OF 
HEADACHE - NEURALGIA 
NEURITIS 






thousands of 
physicians 

relate Mel abit ans 
recommend 


Here's Why... Anacin® is 
like a doctor’s prescription. That is, Anacin 
contains not one but a combination of med-. 
ically proved, active ingredients in easy-to- 
take tablet form. Anacin gives FAST, LONG 
LASTING relief. Don’t wait. Buy Anacin today. 











79 





80 


Hollywood Stars 
in Pin-Up Poses 


[NEW EDITION] 


It’s new! .. . It’s glamorous! . . . It’s 
terrific! .. . It’s the second big colorful 
album of Hollywood stars in captivat- 
ing poses, prepared by the editors of 
Photoplay Magazine. Here in brilliant 
full-color pictures are your favorite 
Hollywood stars. Each picture is a gem 
—each picture can be cut out for fram- 
ing or pinning up without interfering 
with any other picture in the book. 


Only Photoplay Magazine could bring 
you this prize collection of colorful 
pictures—printed on heavy paper—at 
the low, low price of only 35¢. You'll 
be the envy of your friends with this 
glamorous Pinup Book. Get your copy 
at your newsstand now. 


Gout lave the luscious photos of 


e Marie Wilson 
e Vera-Ellen 


e Marilyn Monroe 
e Esther Williams 
e Rita Hayworth e Jane Russell 

e Betty Grable e Samia Gamal 


thud a host of other beautles 
Only 35c 


If Photoplay Pinups are sold out at your 
newsstands, you may still obtain copies 
of this fascinating book by mailing the 
attached coupon at once. Hurry! Don’t 
miss this gorgeous array of female pul- 
chritude. Mail coupon, with remittance— 
today. 
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: PHOTOPLAY, Dept. WG-153 
' 205 E. 42 St., New York 17, N. Y. 


§ Send me, postpaid, PHOTOPLAY PINUPS 
: No. 2 as checked below: 


( ) 1 copy—I enclose 35c 
( ) 3 copies—i enclose $1.00 
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Dolls Without Guys 


(Continued from page 41) 

with Greg Bautzer, took to her heels when 
he dated another very lonely lady of 
Hollywood, Jane Wyman. And I always 
did say it was broadening for a girl to 
travel, coz right off the boat and the bat 
in Paris, Ginger got herself a handsome 
Frenchman, Jacques Bergerac—I believe 
the translation for the name is “Shepherd” 
—and this French guy made a fine shep- 
herd for our little Bo Peep. 

Everyone here loves Janie Wyman, but 
her romantic life since she was wooed by 
Ronnie Reagan has been on the catch as 
catch can order. After the divorce, you 
couldn’t sell her Don Juan, but when the 
normal depression was over she perked 
up and decided she was too young to be 
a stag at eve. But what was there in the 
male line for a gal to choose from? Of 
course, there was always Mr. Bautzer, 
then in one of the off periods with Gin- 
ger. He made a beeline for the honey. I 
believe the hectic romance lasted all of 
three months and poof, it was over. 

Then along came Travis Kleefeld, twen- 
ty-six, handsome, well-heeled. Janie tied 
up her loose ends and fell hook line and 
blinker for the charming real estater who 
would have been lucky to get Wyman for 
a bride. But came the disillusionment— 
his parents didn’t swoon for the actress. 
And she realized there was too big an age 
gap. The girl everyone loves wasn’t in 
love and wasn’t being dittoed. 


It’s a fine kettle of female fish when 
beautiful girls like Barbara Stanwyck and 
Nancy Sinatra have to go to parties to- 
gether because of the manless condition 
here. For a while, Babs was in luck. 
Jean Pierre Aumont liked her very much. 
But the same breaker-upper of her mar- 
riage to Robert Taylor took Jean away— 
he had to go to France to work. I believe 
that if Aumont had been able to stay, the 
mutual interest might have ended at the 
altar. But it was too soon for Jean after the 
tragic death of his wife, Maria Montez. 

So, trying to keep her life uncomplicated, 
and because there are so few eligible men 
around, the two rover girls, Babs and 
Nancy, chaperone each other to the smart 
cafes and soirees. 

Of course Pete Lawford doesn’t help the 
more-girls-than-men situation here. He 
has always been social, but he used to 
escort movie actresses, especially when 
they were in the limelight for any reason. 
Now he’s strictly Southampton, Long Is- 
land, or Palm Beach, Florida. 

Rock Hudson is the Dowagers’ Delight. 
Also the Debs’. How they creep up for 
the close-up with the tall, dark and oh- 
so-handsome young actor! Rock, very 
amiable, plays no favorites, although he 
confides that the only girl who has really 
interested him since Vera-Ellen is Mari- 
lyn Maxwell. But not for any obvious 
reasons. “She likes to laugh, and she isn’t 
possessive,” Rock explained. 

The quickest way for an unknown male 
to get his name in the papers is to latch 
on to a movie star actress. No one had 
heard of David Niven until he was seen 
everywhere with Merle Oberon, many 
years ago. In fact, who, outside the small 
international set, had heard of Aly Khan 
before he chased Rita to Hollywood? But 
I want to give a plug here and now to 
young Craig Hill, who is sticking to his 
unknown girl in Laguna, when he could 
win scads of free publicity if seen with 
star actresses of the Piper Laurie calibre. 

So who does Piper go with all the time? 
Middle-aged producer Len Goldstein, who 
used to make pictures with her at Uni- 
versal-International. But this one looks 
more like companionship than marriage. 


There just isn’t a young man around that 
the extremely intelligent Piper wants to 
spend a lot of time with, although she has 
been seen with Dick Anderson lately. 

But then, can the young men afford to 
dine her at Romanoff’s, La Rue’s or Chas- 
en’s? The answer, in most cases, “No.” 
I'd like to set Piper down in a city in 
Texas—where men are men and there are 
lots of them—where she could choose in- 
stead of being chosen. 

Before Howard Duff married Ida Lu- 
pino, he told me, “I won’t date anyone 
who makes more money than I do.” I 
don’t know what Ida makes. But the 
checkbook is another reason why single 
star actresses have such a rugged time on 
the male dating front. How many men are 
there who can match incomes with in- 
genues who can earn up to $5,000 a week? 
And a man who’s a man for all that, 
doesn’t usually let the lady pay. Better 
to call his soul his own. 

The loneliest gal in town has always 
been Hedy Lamarr. A director friend of 
mine from abroad, told me that the day 
after he was introduced to Hedy at a din- 
ner party, she called him. And he didn’t 
know whether to be flattered or fright- 
ened. I refrained from asking why Hedy 
had telephoned. I’m sure he wouldn’t 
have told me. But I’m just as sure it was 
because she was lonely and liked the looks 
of this man. We’re living in a modern 
age, so why not call for a date? 

Kirk Douglas learned the feminine facts 
of life in Hollywood when his beautiful 
wife Diana divorced him. He found a 
world of waiting women from Rita to 
Gene Tierney to Terry Moore—all ready, 
willing and able to dine with him at the 
drop of a phone call. 

Cy Howard has an antenna—invisible 
but potent—that lets him know when a 
girl is going to be in the news. He landed 
Lana immediately after she left Topping, 
for his dine-and-dance date. He caught 
Rita when she walked out on Aly. He 
purswooed Paulette Goddard to Europe. 
It’s all good for party business. 

Ann Miller would give all her dancing 
shoes if she could snare a “Will you 
marry me?” from Bill O’Connor. But the 
legal luminary is very elusive. 

Pat Neal took a real beating publicity- 
wise from the aforementioned Mr. Cooper. 
I honestly believe that Pat would rather 
be lonely than in the limelight with a 
married man. But she fell in love with 
Gary, and he did with her. He just 
couldn’t quite make the leap from one 
marriage to another. And Pat did the 
only thing a girl as innately nice as she 
is, could do. She went away. I see her 
about, kind of lonely, but the chin is up. 

It was a lucky day for Ann Sothern 
when Dick Egan crossed her path. He’s 
a nice guy and she knew he wasn’t using 
her for publicity when he called. But in 
this town a woman doesn’t always know. 
There’s a type of man who likes to dress 
himself, so to speak, with a beautiful 
woman. Joan Crawford will know what 
I mean. And a star has to be seen at 
premieres and such. So sometimes, she 
says, “Yes,” even though she isn’t fooled. 

And hostesses squawk about inviting 
single women. They might have to find 
someone to pick them up and take them 
home. But usually, the lonely lady goes 
to the party alone, hoping she won’t leave 
alone, but it’s dollars to dimes she will. 
Because the stags have so many fauns 
to choose from. And it’s strange to see 
Hedy or Barbara or Joan or Ginger, 
vanishing into the night, driving off in a 
new Cadillac, without a guy. Dolls with- 
out guys—that’s Hollywood for you—a big 
hunk of it, anyway. THE END 











(Continued from page 53) 

he became a star. On his first trip out of 
Hollywood with Mark Hellinger, the pro- 
ducer who discovered him, Burt arrived 
in San Francisco without so much as a 
tooth brush, let alone a change of suits. 
These days, he’s as conscientious about 
being well-dressed in public as he is 
about taking a fair, friendly attitude 
toward autograph-hunters. It’s all part of 
what he calls “the responsibilities of star- 
dom,” but it took him a while to begin 
feeling these responsibilities—maybe, I 
figure. because he was the baby of the 
family. We did have a daughter younger 
than Burt, but she died when she was two. 
so it was just Burt that Willie and Jim 
and Jane looked out for, fighting his 
fights. He had no reason then to develop 
the sense of responsibility he has now. 

I didn’t have much time to devote to the 
children, with my post-office job in the 
daytime, and in the evening, repair work 
on a couple of small houses I owned and 
rented. I was a Sunday father—“‘a fun 
father,” Burt puts it. It was my pleasure 
to take the kids over to Central Park on 
Sunday afternoons to play baseball, eat 
oopcorn, visit the zoo and drink soda pop. 
My wife really brought up our family, and 
a wonderful job she did. 

Burt never argued with his mother. He 
did try it once, and he couldn’t sit down 
‘or a week. Mostly, he’d charm his way 
out of getting a spanking. His big blue 
eyes normally had a devilish look, but 
boy!—how he could turn on the innocence 
when it served his purpose. He’d see his 
mother coming after him with fire in her 
eye and a switch in her hand, and he’d 
start singing “When Irish Eyes Are Smil- 
ing” in his good Irish tenor. It usually 
worked. Or he’d throw his arms around his 
mother’s neck, smile that beautiful smile 
of his and say, with more schmaltz than 
you'd hear in a Viennese waltz, “Mother 
dear, you don’t love me any more.” Mrs. 
Lancaster, I regret to say, would melt, 
while Willie and Jim, no charm boys, 
looked on in utter disgust. 

Burt still uses that ingratiating smile 
when he gets backed into a corner. I 
believe that boy could smile his way out 
of anything. But in some way his mother 
managed to keep him disciplined. My wife 
had a phobia about dishonesty. She was 
determined that our children grow up to 
be decent, law-abiding citizens. I recall 
one day when Burt was eight or nine. 
He came home from a grocery-store er- 
rand with sixteen cents when he should 
have had only eleven. First he got a 
cuffing for cheating the clerk; then he 
was sent straight back to the store to 
return the extra nickel. 

An incident when Burt was in high 
school made me proud to see how that 
lesson had stuck with him. Coming out 
of the Corn Exchange Bank in our neigh- 
borhood, he saw a twenty-dollar bill on 
the sidewalk. His first impulse was to 
pick it up and run. But he didn’t. He 
covered it with his foot and leaned against 
a fireplug to wait. “If nobody comes along 
to claim it in twenty minutes,” he told 
himself, “it’s mine.” At the end of nine- 
teen minutes a little old lady scampered 
up and asked plaintively whether he’d seen 
a twenty-dollar bill. Burt lifted his foot 
and gave her the money. Of course, he 
kind of ruined the story when he told 
it to me by adding, “I cursed myself all 
the way home for being such a dope.” 

Even as a youngster, Burt had a shrewd 
sense of money. Maybe that’s why he’s 
produced his own pictures successfully, 
while so many other actors have gone 
broke that way. He wasn’t much good at 
arithmetic problems in school, but when 





I'll Bet on Burt 


it came to genuine nickels and dimes he 
was real smart. One summer, he decided 
he wasn’t making enough money on his 
paper route, so he went into the shoe- 
shine business. “I set up my stand out- 
side Macy’s on the Thirty-fifth Street side, 
Dad,” he told me. “It’s the most profitable 
spot in town. That’s where the shoe sales- 
men go in and come out. They have to 
have a shine twice a day, and I catch ’em 
coming and going!” 

Burt’s generally very cautious with his 
money now, except that he’s a soft touch 
for the old has-beens of show business. 
He won’t talk about this, and I’d get in 
wrong with him if I went into detail, but 
plenty of hard-up actors and circus people 
know the facts. His interest in show busi- 
ness developed early in life. You might 
say he inherited it. When I was a young 
man, I used to win prizes on amateur 
nights at the local theatres for my song 
and dance routine called “The Broadway 
Swell and the Bowery Bum.” I played the 
accordion and the harmonica, too. 


Burt got his acting start at the non- 
denominational Church of the Son of 


Man and the Union Settlement House, in | 


our neighborhood. I remember his opening 
line well—too well! When he was three 
years old, he played a shepherd (wearing 
a burlap potato sack) in a Nativity pag- 
eant. Needless to say, he wasn’t assigned 
any dialogue. In the midst of the per- 
formance, he discovered he had chewing 
gum stuck to one shoe. So he sat down 
center stage and proceeded to pull it off. 
After much exasperated pulling, he snarled 
at the top of his little voice, “How’d this 
damn gum get on my shoe?” Mrs. Lan- 
caster was not amused. She couldn’t wait 
to get her youngest off the stage. 

But his career wasn’t ruined. In fact, he 
finally got promoted; for years, the Lan- 
caster boys played the Three Wise Men 
in the Christmas pageant. It became a sort 
of tradition. Willie and Jim weren’t too 
keen about acting, but Burt got a big 
kick out of it. He was a movie fan, and 
at seven his great idol was Douglas Fair- 
banks. When “The Mark of Zorro” played 
the Atlas Theatre in our neighborhood, 
Burt was there when the doors opened at 
eleven. He was still there at eleven that 
night, forgetting all about lunch and din- 
ner. Naturally, his mother was in a tizzy. 
“Willie,” I said, “go get Burt. Bring him 
home even if you have to use force.” 

“Aw, Dad,” Willie complained, “all I 
ever do around here is retrieve Burt.” 
But he went and got Burt, and he used 
force, all right. This time, Mom didn’t have 
to administer a licking; Willie had beaten 
her to it. 


All the same, Burt wasn’t the slightest | 


bit discouraged. He’d go around the house 
jumping over everything in sight, trying 
to imitate the Fairbanks feats. It never 
occurred to me then that he’d eventually 
become an athlete; he was quite small as 
a child, and we figured he was going to be 
the runt of the family. Suddenly, at thir- 
teen, he seemed to begin shooting up 
overnight, and turned out to be the tall- 
est of the boys. (He’s six feet, two now, 
weighs 185 pounds and has a forty-one 
inch chest.) 

Burt started on his way toward being a 
second Doug Fairbanks when he met an 
Australian fellow named Curley Brent, a 
neighbor of ours who taught him how to 
do a few stunts on the horizontal bars. 
This taste for acrobatics got my boy and 
his pal Nick Cravat so excited that they 
decided to build bars of their own. Burt 
borrowed money from me; Nick got some 
from his mother; and soon the two of 
them, the husky blond kid and the wiry 














OPPORTUNITIES 
FOR 
EVERYBODY 


For advertisers! Write fo Publishers Classified 
Dept., 9 S. Clinton St., Chicago 6. (Jan. Women) 
EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES 


PRACTICAL NURSING—LEARN Easily at Home, 
Spare Time. Big demand, good earnings. High School 
not necessary. Write for free facts. Wayne .School, 
Dept. AW-3, 2525 Sheffield, Chicago 14, Ill. 

MAKE UP TO $55 Week as a Practical Nurse. Learn 
quickly at home. Booklet free. Chicago Schoo! of Nursing, 
Dept. PW-11 Chicago. 

HIGH SCHOOL—No Classes, Study at home. Spare 
Time. Diploma awarded. Write for Free Catalog HCH-2 
Wayne School, 2527 N. Sheffield, Chicago 14, Illinois. 
LEARN MILLINERY AT Home. Blocks, materials 
sent. Booklet free. Louie Miller School, Dept. M30-12. 
1400 Greenleaf, Chicago. 


ADDITIONAL INCOME 


INVISIBLE REWEAVING. HOME course sent for 
examination. $5.00 hour possible, spare time. Reweave 
fabric damages perfectly. Free details. Skilweave, 201, 
Los Angeles 24. 


MONEY-MAKING OPPORTUNITIES 


PROFITABLE HOME BUSINESS. Kit makes 6 sets, 
$15 worth, fast-seller chenille monkey trees. Only $4.50 
postpaid. Terrific holiday demand. Literature free. Velva, 


Bohemia 32, N.Y 

TELEPHONE SOLICITORS, STOCK market course, 
profits unlimited. Lockbox 1173, Washington 13, D.C. 
MAKE YOUR TYPEWRITER Earn Money. Send $1.00 
—Hughes, 7004 Diversey, Chicago. 


y PERSONAL 


BORROW BY MAIL. Loans $50 to $600 to employed 
men and women. Easy, Quick. Completely confidential. 
No endorsers. Repay in convenient monthly payments. 
Details free in plain envelope. Give occupation. State 
Finance Co., 323 Securities Bldg., Dept. U-69, Omaha 2, 
Nebr. 
WANTED: LOVING CARE and Shelfspace for Sensa- 
tional Book Bargains! Free Catalogue! Old Prof’s Book- 
shop, Pontiac 15, Mich. 

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 
EARN EXTRA MONEY Weekly mailing circulars for 
advertisers, Complete instructions — 25c. Siwaslian, 
4317-F Gleane Street, Elmhurst 73, N.Y. 
ADDRESS ENVELOPES, POSTALS, at home—long- 
hand, typewriter. Highest prices! Particulars free. Edwin 
Torrey, Melrose 76, Mass 

FEMALE HELP 

LADIES—-ADDRESS POSTCARDS at home, in your 
spare time. $40 a week possible. Write Hood’s, Kannapolis 
4, N.C. (Enclose stamped, addressed envelope.) 
MAKE MONEY INTRODUCING world’s cutest 
children’s dresses. Big selection, adorable styles. Low 
prices. Complete display free. Rush name. Harford, 
Dept. J-1359, Cincinnati 25, O. 
LA DIES—$30 WEEKLY Making Studio Roses at home. 
Easy. Looks, smells real. Write Studio Co., Greenville 
6, Pa. 










































































MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS 


ELECTRIC GUITARS, ACCORDIONS, amplifiers, 
wholesale, Free catalog. Carvins, Baldwin Park, Calif. 


AGENTS WANTED 


FOOD PRODUCTS AT Wholesale. Also cosmetics, 
housekeeping aids! Sell to friends, neighbors to earn those 
‘extras’’! Over 100 products. Quality you'll want more of. 
Send postcard for details, then you decide. The Bleecker 
Co., Dept. T., Winona, Minnesota. 

NEED EXTRA CASH? Get it selling Blairs’ unusual 
line of household and food products. Every housewife a 
prospect. Send for samples Free. Write Blair, Dept. 
185LA, Lynchburg, Va. 

STRANGE “DRY” WINDOW Cleaner. Sells like wild. 
Replaces messy rags, liquids. Simply glide over glass. 
Samples sent on trial. Kristee 315, Akron, Ohio. 

FREE $25 DOLLARS for you after earning $25 in com- 
missions on fast selling nylons. Write Essential Products 
Co., 210 Fifth Ave., New York 10, N.Y. 

BUY WHOLESALE—25,000 items. Catalogue 25c. Mat- 
thews, 1472-K4 Broadway, N.Y.C. 36. 

WOMEN! MEN! MAKE extra money in your spare 
time. No house-to-house canvassing required. New Car 
given as bonus. Amazing nylons guaranteed as long as 
9 months depending on quantity, against runs, snags, 
holes, or replaced free. Rush name and hose size for 
simple maser mens plan. Lowell Wilkin, A-44211 Wash., 
oO. 


Greenfield, 
HOME SEWERS WANTED 

30 WEEKLY POSSIBLE sewing neckties. You make 
| lly We sell them. Write Toni Ties, North St. Paul, 
Minn. 

WOMEN SEW RAP-A-ROUND, spare time—protlitable. 
Hollywood Mfg. Co., Dept. D, Hollywood 46, Calif. 
HOME SEWERS WANTED: Make $3-$12 daily sewing 
Ready-Cut Baby Shoes. Big holiday business. Liebig 
Industries, Beaver Dam 9, Wisconsin. 

OF INTEREST TO WOMEN 

OUTDOOR TOILETS, CESSPOOLS. Septic Tanks 
cleaned, deodorized with amazing Paw Paw Odorless. 
Tried and proved effective by over 150,000 worldwide 
customers. Easy, safe, economical to use. Saves digging, 
pumping. Satisfaction guaranteed or money back. Post- 
eard brings Free details. Burson Laboratories, Dept. 
J-96, Chicago 22, Illinois. 

NEED CASH? ASSEMBLE ties at home for our mar- 
kets. All materials furnished. Wilson Ties, Stillwater 3, 
Minn. 

MAKE MONEY ADDRESSING envelopes. Our instruc- 
tions reveal How. Paul Glenway, 5713 Euclid, Cleveland 
3, Ohio. 

MAKE NEW GREASELESS Doughnuts in kitchen. 
Wholesale to grocers. Free recipes. Ray Industries, 3605 
South 15th Ave., Minneapolis 7, Minnesota. 

OLD COINS WANTED 
WE PURCHASE INDIANHEAD pennies. Complete 
allcoin catalogue 20c. Magnacoins, Box 61-EK, White- 
stone 57, New York. 
MATERNITY WEAR 

MATERNITY STYLES. WRITE for free catalog show- 
ing entire maternity wardrobe. $2.95 to $22.50. Craw- 
ford’s, Dept. 28, 8015 Wornall, Kansas City, Missouri. 







































































81 
































































































NO FEAR OF 
ACID INDIGESTION, 
HEARTBURN, NOW! 


Eat without fear of acid 
indigestion. Just take one 
or two Tums. Gas, heart- 
burn, full feeling go fast. 
Tums neutralize excess 
acid, soothe and settle up- 
set stomach. Tums do not 
over-alkalize or cause acid 
rebound. Cannot irritate 
delicate stomach or intes- 
tinal lining. 


GUARANTEED | 
FO CONTAIN NO SODA - 


FOR THE TUMMY, 


Fe Ce et I a 


J TRY ONE OR TWO TUMS AFTER BREAKFAST 
SEE IF YOU DON'T FEEL BETTER 





“‘How to Make Money with 
-- Simple Cartoons’ 


A book = likes to draw 
should have. It is ; no 
obligation. Simply address 


; 38 = 


ARTOONISTS’ EXCHANGE 
Dept. 591, Pleasant Hill, Ohlo 


ANY PHOTO —— 


Size 8 x 10 Inches — 
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper 

Same price for full length or bust 

form, groups, landscapes, pet ani- 

mails, etc., or enlargements of any i> 





part of a group picture. Original is 
returned with your enlargement. 


Send NoMoney 3 t5]5°} Q 


Just mail photo, negative or 

shot (any size) one; receive your enlargement 

rs double-wei; 

portrait quailty paper. Pay postman 67c plu: 

postage—or sen with order and we pay 

age. Take ut Sua of this amazing offer. Eexivour photos today. 
Professional Art 


Studies, 534 S$. Main. Dept. 33-A. Princeton, Illinois 


nt G HIN ¢ Quick relief with 


or money back! 
Enjoy unbroken restful sleep with time-proved, 
clinic-proved Vapo-Cresolene medicated vapor 
inhalant. Relieves coughs, bronchial asthma, 
whooping cough, stuffy nasal colds. Effective, 
safe for children and adults. Special offer! 
Day and Night treatment. Includes new Vapo- 
Nasalene, $1.00; Vapo-Cresolene, 60c; Elec- 
tric Vaporizer $4.00. Regular $5.60 value — 
all for $4.00 at your druggist now. (Same LECTRIC 
offer with Kerosene Vaporizer, $3.00.) if  *YPE 
druggist can't supply, order direct. 
VAPO-CRESOLENE CO., 912 Sycamore Street 

Dept. NW-4, Cincinnati 2, Ohio 














dark one, were swinging away in our back 
yard. You’ve seen the same team, grown 
up, showing their skill in “The Flame and 
the Arrow” and “The Crimson Pirate.” 

But I couldn’t foresee this, so I was pretty 
exasperated with Burt, some years later, 
when he left college and went off with 
Nick to join a circus—at three dollars a 
week apiece! If his mother had been alive 
at the time (she died when he was 
fifteen), I don’t think he would have 
made this break. Mrs. Lancaster was set 
on the children getting college diplomas, 
and the other three did. Probably, my own 
old-time interest in show business kept 
me from trying too hard to talk Burt out 
of turning acrobat. Whenever a circus or 
carnival including his act came within 
twenty-five miles of New York, I’d always 
go and see him. Burt doing giant swings 
and somersaults was really something. 
But I couldn’t help thinking that his 
mother wouldn’t have liked it. 


Of course, Burt still keeps in top ath- 
letic trim even while he’s working on a 
picture that doesn’t call for any stunts. 
(Being a frustrated actor myself, ’m ex- 
tra proud of the dramatic job he does in 
“Come Back, Little Sheba.”) He has hori- 
zontal bars at his home, works out on 
them regularly. 

In the last couple of years, Burt’s been 
far away from home a good deal, making 
pictures on location. The business of 
ranging from Ischia to the Fiji Islands re- 
minds me again of that little towhead. I 
sympathized with Willie’s complaint about 
all the time he spent “retrieving,” because 
Burt could get lost easier than any kid 
I’ve ever seen. When the postal employees 
and their families had their big yearly 
clambake at Coney Island, Burt always 
got lost, and Willie always spent the day 
trying to find him. Burt’s wanderings were 
mostly due to his great curiosity. As a kid, 
he was interested in everything. Still is. 
I guess I’ve heard him say a million 
times, “But I want to know why.” 

For me and the rest of the family, his 
travels can often be unnerving—like the 
time early in October when a Fijian na- 
tive’s misaimed spear gave him a gash 
over the right eye, while he was working 
on “His Majesty O’Keefe.” But his wander- 
lust seems to be unsatisfied, and we all 
know better than to try tying him down. 

When I say “the family” now, I mean 
my daughter-in-law, Norma, my remark- 
able grandchildren, Billy, Susan and Joan- 
na, and step-grandchild, James, Normas 
son by her first marriage. A few years ago, 
Burt persuaded me to come out and live 
with them at their West Los Angeles home. 
William has died, but his widow lives near 
us. Jane and Jim are still in New York, 
Jane teaching school and Jim on the police 
force. 

While I’m not sure what Burt’s mother 
would have thought of all his globe- 
trotting and the devil-may-care stunts he 
does in line of duty, I do know that his 
marriage would have made her very, very 
happy. When he was in his teens, he never 
seemed to bother much about girls, but 
I suspect he made up for lost time later, 
after he’d left home. Certainly, there was 
nothing bashful in the way he went about 
courting Norma. They met during the war 
in Pisa, Italy, where Burt was with the 
Army and Norma Anderson with the 
USO. And they must have been really 
taken with each other, because when Burt 
was ordered back to Florence and Norma 
to Rome, she smuggled herself into a 
plane and hopped out at Florence to meet 
him. The M.P.’s caught up with both of 
them; Burt got guard duty; the USO 
authorities confined Norma to quarters 
for three weeks. But this opposition only 
made them more sure that they’d eventu- 


ally be Mr. and Mrs. It was just like 
Norma to insist on packing up the three 
older children and going along on his 
recent jaunt to the Fijis. 

Yes, this daughter-in-law of mine is 
exactly the right wife for Burt, and he 
knows it. Nét that they think alike on 
everything—Norma usually seems to take 
life lightly, is full of laughs, while Burt’s 
essentially a serious-minded guy, in- 
clined to get intense about ideas and 
situations. He always has been a dreamer; 
when he was a little kid, he could be off 
in his own dream world for hours, and he 
wouldn’t hear a thing you’d say to him. 

Because of some of the parts he plays 
in pictures, people get the notion that he’s 
a rough sort of bum who shaves with a 
blowtorch. Truth is, he’s always been 
crazy about books and music. As a boy, he 
belonged to both the 110th Street and the 
96th Street libraries. His mother would 
tuck him into bed at nights, and he’d give 
her a big loving kiss and pretend to settle 
down to sleep. But she’d hardly closed 
the door before he’d have the bed covers 
pulled up to hide a flashlight and a Frank 
Merriwell book, and if he wasn’t caught 
at it he’d be likely to read away until 
daylight. Today, I'll bet Burt is one of the 
best-read actors in Hollywood. He keeps 
up with all the important books, and he’ll 
sit up all night reading if something 
catches his interest especially. 

Even as a small boy, he loved sym- 
phonies. Many a night I'd come home 
from my repairing chores and stumble 
over a body stretched out on the living- 
room floor. There would be Burt, listening 
to a symphony. We had a cabinet-model 
radio, and he’d turn it down low.and stick 
his head under it so the rest of the 
household wouldn’t be kept awake. Later, 
when he was making a few bucks here 
and there, he went to the Lewisohn 
Stadium concerts regularly. When he was 
eighteen he took voice lessons, but soon 
decided to stick to listening. Opera’s an- 
other interest of his; he talks about it like 
a real long-hair. 


These evenings, I come into the living 
room carefully to avoid tripping over the 
same body (slightly bigger now). Burt 
still stretches on the floor to listen to the 
record player. His tastes have spread out; 
he likes light opera, tunes from musical 
shows and all kinds of good jazz, as well 
as classical stuff. He sings just for fun, 
kidding about his voice. 

Burt and Norma are stay-at-homes, I’d 
say. He enjoys catching a ballet when 
there’s one in town, and Norma likes to go 
to the movies a couple of nights a week. 
If it was easier for her to get Burt into 
dress-up outfits, they’d go to more big 
parties than they do. Their own style of 
entertaining is never extra fancy. Norma 
can toss together a dinner for anywhere 
from four to fourteen people without 
making a fuss about it. Burt always takes 
over in the salad department; Caesar 
salad’s the specialty of the house. 

They’re great meat and spaghetti eaters, 
and I’m not surprised that they go in for 
substantial food. Burt wasn’t brought up 
to be finicky; his mother saw to it that 
all the children ate what was put in front 
of them, and she never had any trouble 
persuading our youngest to polish his 
plate. So friends get a generous spread at 
the Lancasters’ when they drop in now. 

A lot of these visitors are circus and 
carnival people who knew Burt when. 
And I guess you know who Burt’s best 
friend is—same kid I used to see out in 
our back yard with him, doing stunts on 
the horizontal bars. If Burt, boy or man, 
has been hard to get along with, Nick 
Cravat certainly doesn’t know it, any more 
than I do. THE END 
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Shyest Guy in Town 


(Continued from page 39) 
match. If you’re like me, they don’t. 
When I was twelve and in the seventh 
grade, I was nearly six feet tall. 
I looked like a match walking. I weighed 
a hundred and thirty. Now, at six-foot- 
four, I weigh two hundred. But then I 
could barely carry my hands and feet. 
They were so huge they spread all over 
everything. 


Then I had another handicap that kept 
me from being a member of the lodge. As 
high as my head was, my voice was high- 
er. Being the boy soprano in the church 
choir when I was eight had been keen. 
But being the boy soprano when I was 
thirteen—chums, that was murder. 

Socially, I was sparkling as lead, too. 
That word “social” meant something in 
my home town, Winnetka, Illinois. I love 
that town, always did, always will. But it 
is a rich suburb of Chicago and it defi- 
nitely has two sides of the track. I came 
from the wrong side. 

Yet the best things I know today about 
good manners, kindliness and gracious 
living were taught to me by the mother 
of one of my school chums who lived on 
the right side. 

The big thing about being shy is that 
it not only spoils your own enjoyment, 
but the enjoyment of everybody around 
you. I know now that everyone is gen- 
erous. We all want to give. But the “give” 
works both ways. If someone has been 
kind to you, you should reward them 
with your appreciation warmly spoken. 

In my own case, all I used to be able 
to do was mumble, “Thanks.” Take the 
dancing teacher in Winnetka, who gave 
me free lessons. She was a wonderful 
teacher and instead of its being the rich 
kids’ duty to go to her weekly classes, 
they looked forward to it eagerly. I never 
could have afforded the lessons, but she 
spotted me hanging around one day, in- 
vited me to dance with her, and then 
volunteered the other lessons. I was near- 
ly overcome, and to keep it from being 
too much a thing in my mind, I told my- 
self she liked dancing with me just be- 
cause she was tall, and the average kid 
in the class only came to her shoulders. 
I’m even more grateful to her today than 
I was then—because now I know that 
hers was real generosity. But when I was 
ten, I couldn’t possibly have told her 
what those lessons meant to me. 

Actually, I think it was because I was 
so shy that I fell so violently in love the 
first time. I know all the clowning that 
goes on about so-called puppy love. It 
wasn’t fun with me. It was deeply serious. 

For all the girls, growing up, who feel 
shy because they are not beautiful, let 
me say right here that I don’t believe I 
would have fallen in love with this first 
love of mine if she had been beautiful. 

My girl was much too plump. She didn’t 
know how to dress. Her skin wasn’t 
perfect. But—and this was the big thing 
to me at that time—she was fun. She 
wasn’t scared. She knew how to have fun. 
When it wasn’t right there in front of 
her, something like a party date, let’s 
say, she went out and made fun for her- 
self and everybody concerned. 

There [I was, twice her size, exactly 
her age, but it was she, not I, who dis- 
covered the break in the hedge of one of 
Winnetka’s big estates. She was the one 
who found out we could slip through the 
hedge and go swimming in the estate pool. 

Boy, how beautiful that pool seemed 
to me then! I thought it was the most 
beautiful swimming pool there could pos- 
sibly be—and do you want to know some- 
thing? Now that I’ve seen hundreds of 


pools in Hollywood, I’m sure that it was! 

It started like a brook, rambling along 
the back of a hill. Its diving board came 
out between the branches of a tree. Then 
the stream widened, spreading out into 
a wide, round, very deep pool. 

Let me tell you that when I finally do 
marry and have children—lots of children, 
I hope—the very first thing I shall teach 
them is sports, all the sports. I think this 
is especially fine for girls. I don’t know 
any fellow who wants his girl to be the 
demon athlete; but when a girl does swim 
at least reasonably well—when she can 
take a swing at a golf or a tennis ball— 
she can meet a guy on a wonderful level 
of companionship. I shall teach both my 
sons and my daughters all the games. And 
while I’m teaching them games, I’ll also 
gy teach them how to talk—and talk 
well. 

My girl could talk well. And all I could 
do was lie there by the pool, watch her, 
and listen. 

We went there nearly every day in the 
summer, even when it rained, my girl 
and I. When I had the price, I'd bring 
along some candy bars, and after we’d 
been swimming, we’d lie on the grass and 
look down across the lawns at the big 
house of the estate. It made me dream. 

It. made my girl dream, too. She’d say, 
“Roy,” (my name then was Roy Fitzgerald), 
“Roy, when I grow up I’m going to be. . .” 





Tomorrow is the day you 
prepare for that never comes 


GEORGE SANDERS 





and then she’d spin out a day dream. 
She’d talk and talk and talk, and then 
she would say, “Now tell your plans for 
the future. What do you want to be?” 

I never could tell her. I didn’t know 
myself. But I knew that I wanted money, 
not for power, not to exploit other people, 
but to get at some of the gracious living 
I got glimpses of in Winnetka. And I 
wanted to marry my girl in a few years, 
when we were old enough. But I was too 
shy to tell her any of this. I never did. 

So it’s no wonder (though it was a 
terrible shock to me), that she told me, 
one day after nearly two years of this, 
that she was going to date another guy. 
He was on the high-school football team 
and he had shoulders to match his height, 
which couldn’t be said of me. And his 
voice had deepened to where it belonged 
for life, which couldn’t be said of me, 
either. And he expected to go into his 
dad’s firm when he graduated. That 
really clammed me up. How could I tell 
her I'd seen a movie where Jon Hall 
dived off a crow’s nest into a_ lagoon, 
and that I thought it was a slick way of 
making money? Right then and there my 
bug to be an actor was born—but all that 
seemed in sight for me at the hot age of 
fourteen was driving a truck. I couldn’t 
tell my girl that. I didn’t. I was too shy. 

The goony part of my attitude was that 
a lot of things were happening to me 
that should have killed off my shyness. 
Like the Winnetka dancing. But I lost 
my girl—because I was too shy to speak 
out. And I have never forgotten her. 

The Navy got me as soon as I gradu- 
ated. And 1944 merged into 1946 as I was 
sent from Hawaii to Guam, from Guam 
to Australia, from Australia to the Philip- 
pines. Then they let me out and I headed 
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drying. With its simple brush applicator, 
fragrant Minipoo powder removes excess 
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| of my days for three months. I 
| screen in 
| proximately three minutes. Maybe I’m not 


| me, “Look, Hudson, ; 
| relax before the camera, you’d have some 








| straight for Los Angeles and a new life. 


That story about my being a mailman 
who delivered his own photograph to 


| Universal-International was a phony I 


let the studio hang on me when they first 


| signed me. Let them? I would have let 
| them hang a mortgage on me, if they had 
| insisted. But the truth, as perhaps you 


know, was that I came west and worked 


| in my own dad’s electrical shop for a 
| while. 


Then I drove a truck. Finally I 
found out that if you want to break into 


| the movies you get photographs and see 


an agent. And if you are lucky he does 


| the rest. 


I was lucky. The agent, Henry Willson, 
who is now my good friend, also took me 
to Raoul Walsh. Walsh signed me, took 
me to Warners, put me in his production, 
“Fighter Squadron.” I was on the set of 
“Fighter Squadron” every waking moment 
was on 
“Fighter Squadron” for ap- 


my type, but I fell apart when I saw my- 


| self, I was that terrible. 


Then Raoul left Warner’s. He insists 


| it wasn’t because somebody caught sight 
| of me in the picture, knew he was re- 
| sponsible for me, and said, “Never darken 


our studio doors again.” But I’m still not 
sure it wasn’t. Anyhow he took me to 


| U-I with him, and that’s where I got told- 
off by Diana in “Peggy.” 


| Later that day, Diana said, “Look Rock, 
| I'll teach you about upstaging and down- 


staging.” Later that month, a wonderful 


/ coach at our studio, Sophie Rosenstein, 


said, “Look, Rock, I can teach you so- 
and-so about diction.” Later the next 
month, one of the studio bosses said to 
if you would only 


personality. But now you are stiff, awk- 
ward. You look shy of your shadow.” Two 


| months later, I went up to make a test 


for “The Iron Man.” 

I was to read a scene with Jeff Chand- 
ler. He’d just made his smash hit in 
“Broken Arrow.” He was a smash hit on 
radio in “Our Miss Brooks.” 
guy—a very big shot. 

I was tongue-tied at speaking one line 
with an actor who had his experience. I 
knew, besides the acting, I had to do 
prize fight scenes with him—that is, if 


| I got the part. I wondered if I threw an 
| unlucky punch and broke his valuable 


nose, 


let’s say, if the studio wouldn’t 


| plain kill me, considering how little value 


I had to them, by contrast. 

I started to read the scene and I froze. 
My pal drew me aside. He said, “Rock, 
you've got to get this part. You’ve got an 
option coming up.” 

The camera started the second time and 
again I froze. I couldn’t remember one 


A big shot 


line of the dialogue. Then Jeff blew a line. 
Then he blew a second line. The camera 
stopped. As we walked away, our backs 
to it, Jeff winked at me. 

“Relax,” he said. “I need you in this 
part. You’re as big as I am. You'll make 
me look good in those fight scenes, par- 
ticularly since ’m the guy who is written 
in to win them.” 

“I’ve never boxed professionally,” I said. 

“They'll teach you. And as for the lines, 
they’ll coach you. So relax and help me 
out, will you? I’m a very self-conscious 
guy, you see, and I need some solid 
backing.” 

Well, I wasn’t that dumb. I knew if I 
was never seen or heard of again, Jeff 
Chandler would still do all right—but his 
thoughtfulness did relax me. Somehow 
I did get through the next take, suddenly 
aware that I was thinking, not about my- 
self, but about the lines I was saying. And 
when I did get the part, and after two 
solid months of boxing instructions, was 
in those fight scenes with Jeff, I did for- 
get myself in the necessity of pulling those 
punches, as I'd been ordered. 

That’s when I discovered the second 
thing about shyness: To get over being 
shy, start being unselfish, When you 
start thinking about the other guy, you 
can’t be worrying over your footwork or 
how you are carrying your hands. 

When you start really caring. for the 
other guy, you begin having a good time. 
Then because you are having a good time, 
people like you—and they introduce you 
to others. And the more people you know, 
the more you meet and the more you meet, 
the more you can give out. 

Actually that’s all there is to it. But 
it is sure wonderful because it makes 
you know that most other folks are shy, 
too, and you can help them. Take Piper 
Laurie, with whom I made “Has Anybody 
Seen My Gal?” She’s really shy, but we 
had a ball working together. All I had 
to do was meet her more than half way, 
just as Jeff had with me, and we were 
both happy. 

And take, “The Lawless Breed,” my 
latest picture. Julia Addams, who’d been 
in “Bend of the River” with me, turned 
up in that. She’d been the shy one then. 
Now she was vivacious and assured. It 
was great. 

When Raoul Walsh sent for me and said 
I was going to get “Toilers of the Sea” 
(a terrific picture that called for an 
English location trip), I could hardly be- 
lieve my luck. 

“You're getting this largely because 
you are so happy-go-lucky and relaxed,” 
he said. 

I said nothing. Because when you get 
over being shy, you not only learn when 
to talk but also, very definitely, when 
to shut up. THE END 
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Marilyn 


(Continued from page 36) 
I did nothing wrong and I am not ashamed 
to admit I posed for the pictures. Mr. Kelly 
tock them and his wife was present.” 

This same honesty and simplicity set the 
tone for our entire interview. Marilyn is 
twenty-six—give or take a year—and she 
stands accused of faking a tearful biog- 
raphy to give people the impression that 
she is far younger than that—and far more 
interesting. No one could be more eager 
than Marilyn to get the facts sorted out 
from the fiction. 

Here is her story, just exactly as she told 
it to me, frankly and informally, in direct 
and spontaneous reply to a series of ques- 
tions I knew the readers of Photoplay 
would want to have answered: 

“There’s been a lot of talk about your 
name,” I said. “Why did you call yourself 
Norma Jean Baker?” 

“When I was a tiny little tot, I was told 
that was my name. I did not choose it. So 
far as I knew, I was Norma Jean Baker, 
and I never heard anything to the contrary 
until I was in my teens. You see, my 
mother was married to a Mr. Baker. But 
he was not my father.” 

“How about this Edward Mortenson, who 
is mentioned in some of the stories as be- 
ing your father?” 

“T never called myself Mortenson at any 
time because Mr. Mortenson was not my 
father. He proved that to the satisfaction 
of the authorities, and for that reason he 
had no financial responsibility for me.” 

“What about your own father?” I asked. 

“All I know is that he was killed in an 
automobile accident before I was born. 
My mother has not told me anything else 
about him. In giving the data for my biog- 
raphy at the studio, I told them just what 
I had been told myself. But I have been 
accused of lying since, because people 
came to the conclusion—on their own— 
that Edward Mortenson was my father.” 

I was reluctant to phrase the next ques- 
tion that popped into mind: “You’ve also 
been accused of telling untruths about your 
mother. Some of the stories say that you 
gave out information that she was dead.” 

“Again, people jumped to conclusions.” 
Marilyn was unevasive. “I told them I had 
become a charge of the State of California 
and the County of Los Angeles because my 
mother was incurably ill and could no 
longer take care of me. They assumed when 
I said, ‘incurable,’ that she had subsequent- 
ly died. But they did not ask, ‘Is she 
dead?’” 

Then I asked about the story that was 
printed recently that said she has an in- 
valid brother who does not know he is 
related to her. 

“T have never had a brother,” she said. 
“I do have a half-sister, though—a very 
nice girl who lives in Florida. I met her 
through Mrs. Anna Lower, one of my 
guardians, and the woman who came closer 
to giving me a true mother’s love than any- 
one else in the world.” 

“How did that happen?” 

Mrs. Lower located Bernice, her half- 
sister, Marilyn said, when she herself had 
no idea at all where she was. “wo years 
ago,” Marilyn recalled, “she came here 
to Hollywood to meet me. She is a lovely 
person. We have the same mother, but 
different fathers. It seemed strange to 
meet when we were already fully grown, 
but we liked each other on sight.” 

“Is it true that your ex-husband, James 
Dougherty,” I asked next, “is now a police 
officer in Los Angeles and that he discusses 
you and his marriage to you very little?” 

“Yes, that’s quite true.” She smiled. “He 
seldom discusses me, because his wife 
prefers that he doesn’t. He has children 
now, and perhaps they would like the chil- 
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dren to think he hasn’t been married be- 
fore—it could be something of that sort.” 

“The story that’s told, Marilyn, is that 
you married without love—and that what 
you really wanted, even though you might 
not have realized it, was just to have a 
home of your own. Is that so?” 

Marilyn did not answer that immediately. 
She thought it over carefully, then said, 
“It’s so hard to define reasons for some- 
thing as emotional as marriage—especially 
if you’re as young as I was. But I suppose 
you could say that having a home of my 
own had something to do with it. But there 
were other considerations—just being in 
love with love, or sex, or whatever you 
want to call it. We both realized soon that 
it wasn’t going to be a success.” 

I wanted to know if it was true that she 
lived near Culver City while married. 

“T never lived near Culver City, though 
that story’s been printed again and again. 
I lived in Van Nuys, California. And it was 
there that I worked for the defense plant.” 


“Did you have a movie career in mind at 
that time? Were you studying drama?” 

“IT never thought about a career when I 
was working in the plant,” she said. “In 
fact, I never did anything about it at all 
until after my divorce. In some article 
recently, it said that I started studying 
with Phil Moore during the defense-plant 
days. But that’s not so. I first started to 
take lessons from him about a year and a 
half or two years ago.” 

“But you had had some sort of movie 
break, hadn’t you, when you were in the 
defense plant?” 

“Some Army public relations men used 
me in films of a defense plant in action, and 
those films were the basis for my getting 
started with the studios. It was those films, 
and nothing else.” 

“How about the story that you used to 
live across the street from Howard Keel 
and had a terrible crush on him?” 

“True,” Marilyn said. “He was Harry 
Keel then. I was about eleven or twelve, 
and he didn’t even know I was alive.” 

I wanted to know about the story that 
she took a guardian into court with her, 
when she signed with Twentieth. “Was 
that to fool the studio about your age?” 

“Of course not. The studio lawyers knew 
that, as a married woman of eighteen, I 
was not legally required to have a guardian 
in order to sign a contract. I took Mrs. 
Goddard with me at Twentieth’s request. 
Since I was under twenty-one, they 
thought it was advisable.” 

“There was also a story about your 
mother being a Mexican.” 

“That’s absolutely untrue. Her maiden 
name was Gladys Pearl Monroe. She is a 
direct descendant of President Monroe.” 

“All right now, how about Joe DiMaggio? 
Are you married to him?” 

“No! I am not! And, on that subject— 
some people at the studio tell me it would 
be better for me to remain unmarried. 
They seem to feel I would lose some of my 
public if I settled down to a life of domes- 
ticity. I am very serious about my career. 
But if I decide I want to marry, I will not 
let my career stand in the way. When the 
time comes, I shall do as I please. But so 
far, I have not had to make a decision.” 

“It’s true, isn’t it,” I then asked, “that 
the late John Hyde and Joe DiMaggio are 
the only two serious romances you’ve had 
since your divorce?” 

“Just those two.” 

“Is it true that you once tried to make 
a home with your mother, and that it 
didn’t work out?” 

“That is absolutely false.” She sounded 
distressed. “None of the doctors who have 
worked with my mother, and none of the 
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people who’ve been responsible for me, 
have ever suggested such an arrangement. 
They’ve all known it wouldn’t be fair to 
either of us—since there’s no common 
ground on which to make a home.” 

I hated to ask the next question, but 1 
felt I had to. “It’s been said, Marilyn, that 
you have been negligent about your 
mother’s support.” 

“I have contributed to her support when 
she needed help, ever since I’ve been mak- 
ing enough money to do so. But she’s 
earned for herself a great part of the time. 
She was a cutter at RKO, and she did work 
at Columbia for a while.” 

Then we switched to a lighter subject— 
clothes. “The stories about your wardrobe 
run to the two extremes—that you have 
only a few very simple, inexpensive dresses 
—or that you have a lavish wardrobe of 


| designer frocks.” 


“I don’t have many clothes. I can’t afford 
an extensive wardrobe yet. I have some 
cottons that run anywhere from ten dollars 
to thirty-five. And I have a few expensive 
items—dresses that cost over seventy-five. 
When I have to dress for a studio occasion, 
I use the wardrobe department.” 

“How about furs?” 

“I don’t own any. But I’ve borrowed fur 
coats from the studio. And I’ve also gone 
to evening parties in a cloth coat of my 
own, and I’ve been perfectly comfortable. 
I love clothes, but I don’t worry about 
them. I think people are much too apt to 


confuse the trimmings with what’s under- 


neath them. Anyway, I don’t need many 
elaborate clothes. I don’t go to night 
clubs—and I’ve never been to a premiere.” 

“Things are going awfully well for you 


financially now, aren ’t they?” I asked next. 

“Oh, yes,” Marilyn said. “And I never 
buy anything now without being sure I 
can afford it. But in the old days, I was 
always getting in too deep. When I first 
started in movies, I bought a record player 
on time payments. But, before I finished 
paying for it, I lost out at Twentieth—my 
option wasn’t picked up—and that was 
the end of the record player. And then 
another time the finance company took 
back my car. All that taught me a lesson.” 

Marilyn isn’t easy to catch for an inter- 
view these days. There are too many de- 
mands on her time. The studio casts her 
in one picture after another, since she is 
top box-office— “Don’t Bother to Knock.” 
“O. Henry’s Full House,” “We’re Not Mar- 
ried,” “Monkey Business,” “Niagara,” and 
just now she is rehearsing and preparing 
wardrobe for “Gentlemen Prefer Blondes.” 
But once she arrives at the interview she 
buckles down to it seriously and doesn’t 
cut corners in time or detail. Only once, 
in New York, she told me, the pace became 
too strenuous for her. 

“One woman asked me how long 1 
thought a whale could remain submerged 
before it would die. Since I hadn’t the 
faintest idea, and any guess I might make 
could look ridiculous in print. I asked her 
why she wanted me to answer such a 
strange question. ‘It’s a kind of intelligence 
test,’ she said. I wondered whose intelli- 
gence was at stake—hers or mine. But I 
learned long ago that you have to take the 
bad with the good. And that it doesn’t pay 
to lose your temper when untruths are 
printed. Sooner or later, the truth always 
comes out.” THE ENpD 





Hollywood's Whispering: Esther And Ben 


(Continued from page 45) 
and business, that Ben’s the big brain and 
she’s the helpless little woman,” this friend 
continued. “But the truth is, Esther is one 
of the best business women Hollywood has 
ever seen.” And filmtown gossips say that 
she is making more and more of her own 
decisions, perhaps brushing aside Ben’s 
opinions and showing that she doesn’t have 
too much respect for his judgment; this, if 
true, would naturally deflate his ego. For, 
over the years, they have had a working, 
share-and-share-alike marriage. 

But Esther and her own ego today are 
an item to be reckoned with. She is con- 
sidered domineering around people she’s 
worked with for years, and for that reason 
is becoming more and more disliked. A 
studio worker who has been associated 
with Esther on many of her pictures re- 
cently said, “She won't listen to anybody!” 

It would probably surprise and perhaps 
even hurt Esther to know how disliked 
she is by many people who know her. 
Last year, the Hollywood Women’s Press 
Club voted her the “least cooperative” 
actress, and this year, she has shown small 
improvement. Interviews 
photographic sittings changed to suit her 
own convenience. Sometimes she is ac- 
cused of snubbing people. Her friends say, 
however, that this is unfair, that Esther 
is extremely near-sighted and cannot see 
any distance without her glasses—thus she 
sometimes fails to speak to people, and 
they mistakenly think she is snubbing 
them. 

The basic problem for Esther and Ben 
seems to be an adjustment of egos. But 
even about this, Esther is objective and 
clear-headed, which doesn’t make for 
warmth. In fact, some say, she is so clear- 
headed and cool that the real battle of 
their marriage is the battle of boredom. 
And no one has hinted that either Esther 


are canceled, 


or Ben is interested in anyone else. 

Regardless of rumors, Esther and Ben 
go on maintaining their own family kind 
of life. For Christmas a year ago, for in- 
stance, they planned to go to Acapulco on 
a vacation with their children, Benjy and 
Kim. But they decided to vacation in 
Honolulu instead—and for a very homey 
and touching reason. Little Benjy’s nurse, 
whom they had engaged when Esther was 
on location in Hawaii, wanted to go home 
for a vacation. So the Gage family went 
to Hawaii to insure the nurse’s holiday. 

On the first day of Esther’s most recent 
picture, “Dangerous When Wet,” Esther 
pointed to a plant in her dressing room. 
“Ben doesn’t send me flowers any more. 
See, he sends me a plant that I can take 
home and put in our garden. That shows 
you how permanent our marriage is.” 

One constructive thing about the rumors 
that crop up about Esther and Ben is this: 
whenever the rumors start circulating the 
Gages seem to become more aware of their 
marriage, of what they have together. 
Esther and Ben become more determined 
not to let anything destroy their marriage. 
Esther seems genuinely hurt at the rumors, 
seems determined to do everything pos- 
sible to refute them. At the Marion Davies 
party for Johnnie Ray, the Gages appeared 
very lovey-dovey, as if in answer to the 
gossips—to all the stories of strife, bore- 
dom and dissension. 

A few years ago, before Esther hit star- 
dom as she knows it today, she spoke of 
her marriage in these terms: “If you keep 
your sense of values and stability and re- 
member what you wanted in the first place, 
you'll be okay . . . if you just remember 
the road you started on and stay on it.” 

Perhaps the recurrent rumors of trouble 
remind Esther of that road ... and how 
important it is for her happiness and for 
Ben’s not to veer off it. THe Enp 
















































(Continued from page 47) 
against his wife’s. A year ago he would 
have been too self-conscious for such hon- 
est demonstration. 

When they celebrated their sixth wed- 
ding anniversary, Jeff was in Pendleton, 
Oregon, making “Sioux Uprising.” With 
two days off, he flew home to Marge to 
celebrate. Apparently, Jeff's home to stay. 

While all of Hollywood has been discuss- 
ing the Chandlers, the Tyrone Powers 
have been giving their intimate circle of 
friends a great deal to talk about. The 
general opinion is that Linda Christian sec- 
retly enjoys being the cause of those raised 
eyebrows. A true continental, with several 
languages at her command, Mrs. Power 
makes no bones about saying that Holly- 
wood parties are, for the most part, boring. 

There is every indication of the rest- 
lessness she feels and, at the Van Johnson 
party especially, Linda’s attempt to inject 
a little “life” into the festivities became 
the talk of the town. Her conversation is 
startling, and the semi-nude statue she 
posed for that now graces her garden is 
still a topic for conversation. Another 
topic is the verbal battle between Linda 
and Lita Baron Calhoun. The cause of it 
was a shocker even to their best friends. 

Yet, if Tyrone Power is aware of the all 
tco obvious situation, if he is unhappy 
about it, or cares at all, not even a mind 
reader would know it. His eyes are al- 
ways on Linda and they are adoring. He 
never loses his temper with her. He smiles 
with amused acceptance over her antics. 
At every party, he is always charming, 
gracious and subdued. When Linda wanted 
to act again in “The Happy Time,” he 
voiced no objections. He worships his little 
daughter, Romina, and to all evidence is 
a happily married man. 

Linda loves foreign countries and the 
Powers will undoubtedly divide their time 
between the United States and Europe 
now that Ty is free to make his own con- 
tractual arrangements. There are a few 
who believe that Linda’s restless nature 
will end the marriage, despite Ty’s present 
contentment. There are more who believe 
that her ego is riding for a fall unless she 
pulls a few “stoppers.” In the meantime, 
Hollywood continues to watch—and con- 
tinues to wonder. 

Of all the stars, Martin and Lewis seem 
to have the most infallible capacity for 
weathering all the adversities of Holly- 
wood. Lawsuits, studio feuds, gossip, and 
separation rumors seem to roll off their ex- 


Hollywood's Whispering: Troubled Twosomes 


pensive backs. The boys come up smiling 
and keep everyone roaring. Both members 
of the tempestuous team have been oc- 
casional targets for the snipers. 

Not so long ago, Dean Martin’s name was 
whispered in connection with a young and 
beautiful leading lady. Soon after, his 
name was replaced by Jerry’s. However, 
if there was truth behind the talk, it was 
never proved. Dean seems honestly happy 
in his marriage to blonde and beautiful 
Jeanne Martin. Being a consistent “re- 
laxed” type, if there was anything wrong, 
Hollywood would probably be unaware of 
it until it reached a crisis. 

While nothing seems to surprise Holly- 
wood (even trouble in the Dean Martin 
household, if it ever occurred), everyone 
would be startled right out of their seven 
year contracts if anything went wrong be- 
tween Jerry Lewis and his brown-eyed 
Patti. As much as Martin and Lewis are 
dependent on each other professionally, 
that’s how much Jerry depends upon his 
adoring wife. Despite the rumors which 
have touched their doorstep, Patti (he calls 
her “Mommy”) is actually Jerry’s alter 
ego. It’s difficult to believe there could 
be a Jerry Lewis without Patti there to 
give him love, courage, and guidance. 





People do not attract that which they 
want, but that which they are. 


BETTY HUTTON 





Ingrid Bergman is perhaps the most 
tragic figure up for speculation in the ru- 
mor-market. 
daughter, her home, her Hollywood ca- 
reer for Roberto Rossellini, has never been 
able successfully to avoid the spctlight. Be- 
fore the birth of Isaballa Fiorella and Isotta 
Ingrid, Ingrid was kept busy denying the 
stories of how difficult it was to live with 
Rossellini. With the arrival of the twins, 
she thought surely that the troublesome 
talk would stop. But it hasn’t. Now come 
reports linking the names of Roberto and 
Anna Magnani, 


ribly hurt. 


These, too, have been denied. But Holly- 
wood still whispers—and the whispers 
grow louder. THE Enp 
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(Continued from page 67) 

“These were instilled in me,” he says, 
“long before I was born. My mother has it 
right here.” (He points to his heart.) “Di- 
vorce divided the family when my older 
brother, Walter, and I were just babies. 
With no help to count on, most women 
would have despaired. But instead of sob- 
bing, my mother smiled. 

“Mom believed then as she believes 
now: Good constructive thinking brings 
good results. Those who are deserving 
will receive. To be loved, one must love. 
To have friends, one must give friend- 
ship. During our darkest moments—and 
she rarely even mentions them now—her 
faith remained unshaken.” 

One amusing’ episode Tab remembers 
seems to show how well that faith could be 
counted on in a pinch. On this particular 
day, the cupboard was barren—if not bare. 
It was a long time before Tab’s mother be- 
came a physiotherapist (she now has a suc- 
cessful career), and the Geliens were still 
living in New York City where the boys 
were born. Mrs. Gelien worked here, 
there, anywhere to support her sons. 

Tab tells the story as it was told to him. 
“Walter was at home in our one-room 
basement apartment. My mother was pull- 
ing me on a sled through the snow to the 
grocery store. She just knew she’d return 
with enough food, even though she had 
less than a dollar in her purse. 

“A block or so along the way, Mom 
looked around. No baby! She was frantic 
as she rushed back to where I had tumbled 
off. But I was having a wonderful time. 
I laughed up at her, and waved a pretty 
piece of paper I had dug out of the snow. 
The paper was—a five dollar bill!” 

Retracing the footsteps that guided Tab 
Hunter to good fortune is like jostling a 
jigsaw puzzle into place. Tab’s a little 
sheepish when he enumerates all the fam- 
ily’s moves and changes. 

“We moved around so often,” he grins, 
“the postal authorities must have hated us. 
Mom always wanted us to have the best. 
So the second she saw a better chance, job- 
wise, she’d pack us off to some new place.” 


When possible, Gertrude Gelien put the 
boys into day school, and they would live 


nearby. And when she had to leave town 
to work, she boarded them out. Tab’s 
grandfather, who was with the Matson 
line, was very concerned with his daugh- 
ter’s struggle to support her sons. As soon 
as he could—the boys were two and three 
then—he financed a family move from 
New York, first to San Francisco, later to 
Long Beach. 

“Grandfather was just great,” Tab re- 
calls. “He paid our transportation and 
he made it possible for Mom to train for 
physiotherapy. When she became a nurse, 
he arranged for her to go out on ships for 
the Matson Line.” 

Eventually, Los Angeles became home 
base for the Geliens. Tab attended St. 
John’s Military Academy and St. Paul’s 
Parochial School; and in the ninth grade, 
he registered at Mt. Vernon Junior High. 
There, in a musical called “The Wedding 
Song,” he played an eager-beaver Dutch 
boy in love with a giggling Dutch girl. 

This would make a much better story if 
Tab’s urge to act had been born right then 
and there. But it’s just not so. Though 
he transferred to a part-time school for 
kids who work in the theatre, his reasons 
for making the move were athletic and 
not artistic. A love for horses and figure- 
skating on ice all but consumed his life. 
He wanted more time for both. 

“When my brother first took me to the 
, Stables,” Tab laughs now, “I wasn’t the 


He Couldn't Fail 


least bit interested. Imagine! But then 
I started learning to ride jumpers, and sud- 
denly it hit me—hard! Mom used to give 
me a sandwich to take to school, fifteen 
cents for hot soup and a dime for milk. I 
ate the sandwich and put the soup and milk 
money into a fund for renting horses. 

“Poor Mom! She worried about my be- 
ing undernourished. And what’s worse, 
I wasn’t any too popular with her person- 
ally. When I’d come home, she’d have to 
hold her nose with one hand.” 

When he wasn’t hanging around stables, 
Tab was hanging around ice rinks. In the 
course of time, he competed in state, Pacific 
coast and national figure-skating contests. 
The speed and precision of skating fasci- 
nated him, and the feeling of freedom was 
a soaring challenge to his imagination. 
Like being in another world, he describes 
it. Like flying through space on your own 
power and heading for the moon. 

From November, 1946 to November, 
1947, Tab was a member of the U. S. Coast 
Guard. He was as tall then as he is now, 
and he kidded the authorities into believing 
he was of military age—at fifteen and a 
half! The less said about his skuldug- 
gery, the better. He still blushes over it— 
and over his summary mustering out, once 
the ruse was discovered. 

During his period in service, Tab was 
stationed at a training school in Connec- 
ticut. Weekend leaves found him in New 
York, quartered with his best friend, Dick 
Clayton (he’s now an agent, and—on the 
romantic side—a regular date of Ann 
Blyth’s), who was then appearing in a 
play on Broadway. 

“Tab was always starved,” Dick sums it 
up. “The typical teen-age boy. There was 
never even a lemon left in the refrigerator 
when he went back to his base. 

Back in Hollywood, when Tab received 
his discharge papers, the friends got to- 
gether again. Tab took up where he left 
off at the stables and ice rinks, squeezing 
in these pleasures between various jobs— 
as a shipping clerk or a soda jerk, mowing 
lawns or helping out in a sheet metal 
works. But he was thinking seriously 
about his future. And acting suggested it- 
self to him as a possibility. 

Brief as his career has been, there have 
already been a dozen conflicting stories 
about how Tab Hunter got his break. 
Here’s the way he tells it himself: 

“TI liked acting—what little I knew about 
it. To be very honest, I also knew that 
it paid well. And I wanted to make a lot 
of money so things would be easier for 
Mom. So I began making the rounds of 
the studios. But nothing happened—ex- 
cept that back-of-the-head bit. 

“In the meantime, I was studying. Then, 
one day, a friend took me to a rehearsal of 
‘Skin of Your Teeth’ at the Coronet The- 
atre. I never dreamed that would be an 
important turning point. 

“That day, I met Paul Guilfoyle, who 
was directing the play. Later, he became a 
casting director, and—wonderful guy!—he 
remembered me. When director Stuart 
Heisler wanted somebody of my type to 
play opposite Linda Darnell in ‘Island of 
Desire,’ Paul arranged for me to meet him. 
I went to Mr. Heisler’s house—and I was 
scared silly. As I left home, Mom said, 
‘Don’t worry. You're going to get the 
part.’ That gal and her faith! 

“I walked in Mr. Heisler’s door, and 
Steffini Nordli, who wrote the story, took 
one look at me and said, “This is the boy 
I want.’ Just like that! 

“So they tested me. And after I got the 
part, they changed my name to Tab Hunter 
cause nobody could ‘tab’ me as anything 
else. I don’t like it much myself, but 


people who are wise in this business keep 
reminding me that a name is only as im- 
portant as its owner makes it. And I cer- 
tainly can’t complain about how things 
have been going since people started to 
call me Tab.” 

One of the most heartwarming things 
that has happened to him under his new 
name was a gift from the readers of 
Photoplay—top place in the “Choose Your 
Star” contest. You took one look at him 
in “Island of Desire” and decided, in vast 
numbers that he was a sure bet for star- 
dom. U-I thinks so, too. They have cast 
him in “Johnny Ringo”—his second film. 

His first movie was filled with rewards— 
before, after and during the shooting. He 
still looks back wide-eyed on one wonder- 
ful day while it was being made. 

“I had my twentieth birthday while we 
were in Jamacia working on the picture. 
And Linda Darnell gave me a party. Yes, 
I got another kiss. And this time I was 
on my own—with no cameras turning.” 


The company worked in Jamaica for 
twelve weeks, and then spent seven more 
in England, finishing the picture. Pinch- 
ing himself black and blue in disbelief, 
Tab saw Paris—and vice-versa. He sailed 
for home from the south of France, and 
another one of those “good things” hap- 
pened aboard ship. There was the usual 
pool among the passengers to guess the 
exact time they’d spot Ambrose Light. 

“I hit it right on the nose,” Tab ex- 
claims. “The ninety bucks I won paid 
for my New York theatre tickets and left 
enough for another present for Mom. I 
bought her a sensational hat, one she’d 
never pick out for herself. She looked 
more glamorous than Marlene Dietrich!” 

Dreams have a way with Tab—and with 
all his heart, he believes his will come 
true. 

“Mom has worked so hard all her life,” 
he says with feeling. “I'd like to take her 
out of hospitals forever. But I know she 
could never be idle, so I hope to buy her 
a little apartment house that she can live 
in and manage.” 

Currently, Tab and his mother share an 
apartment in Beverly Hills. It has one 
bedroom, and a pull-down bed, not quite 
long enough for Tab’s long legs. Brother 
Walter is married now, and in the Navy. 

Unlike the many mothers who resent 
losing their hold on devoted sons, Ger- 
trude Gelien urges Tab to “watch for the 
right girl and settle down.” 

The right girl? 

“Does it sound corny to say she'll have 
to have beauty from within?” Tab asks 
anxiously. “Of course, I hope she loves 
sports,” and then Tab colors a little, “and 
she’ll have to be cuddly.” 

That’s all in the future, though. For the 
time being, Tab is turning all his tenderest 
emotions in another direction. Not long 
ago, he fell in love with a horse. 

“I'd never owned a horse.” (He says it 
as if everyone else does.) “And when I saw 
Out on Bail, I just had to have him. And 
the price was sensational—irresistible. So 
I didn’t say anything to anyone. I just 
bought him.” 

There are some diehards, no doubt, 
who'd say that at this stage of the acting 
game, Tab can’t afford to be thinking about 
either a horse or a wife. But now that 
he’s managing to support the one, he’s sure 
things will work out just as happily when 
the time comes to budget for the other. 

And with Tab Hunter’s luck—or is it 
courage?—or is it faith?—there’s no doubt 
that he’ll get what he wants, just exactly 
when he wants it. THe ENpD 
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Ladies — here’s the best news you ever 

heard! Your chance to get a whole new beauti- 

ful wardrobe of your own... a stunning 

collection of the most colorful new styles 

... WITHOUT PAYING A SINGLE 

PENNY! And — unbelievable though 

it sounds—you can make up to $100 in a month just by wearing 
these glorious dresses—and showing them to your friends! 


HERE’S ALL YOU DO! 
Just wear these lovely Fashion Frocks given to you as a bonus. 
What could be more pleasant? You have your choice of over 
150 striking new styles—designed by one of America’s best 
known dress companies. When friends ask about them, 
simply explain how you can get them the same exquisite 
styles. Your friends, relatives and neighbors will jump at 
the chance to get these dresses. It’s our way of advertis- 
ing the unbeatable values offered by world-famous 

FASHION FROCKS! 


NO CANVASSING ...NO EXPERIENCE! 
“SN. fA No woman can resist such smart, original styles, such 
\4# magnificent colors and fabrics. And there’s a complete 
range of sizes for every type of figure... Misses, Half-Sizes, 
Juniors and Stouts. Until you actually see the breath-taking 
portfolio of new Fashion Frocks, you simply can’t imagine 
the amazing variety of styles, colors, weaves and patterns. So 
it’s no wonder you'll be making BIG MONEY just by wear- 
ing and showing them to your friends. Best of all, there’s 
no door-to-door canvassing and you need no experience. 


NO OBLIGATION OF ANY KIND! 
Everything is ABSOLUTELY FREE OF COST! The 
coupon brings you the whole wonderful plan, in- 
f cluding the line-up of exclusive new styles. 
And don't forget! Everything you get is absolutely 
without obligation of any kind! 


FASHION FROCKS, INC. 


Studio L-1053 Cincinnati 25, Ohio 
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EVERYTHING IS 
GIVEN TO YOU 


DON’T WAIT! 


OPENINGS 
LIMITED! 


This NEW plan is so sensa- | 
tional chat openings are lim- 
ited. So hurry! Fill out the 
coupon and send it in before § 
the quota is filled. There is no 
obligation, not a penny to 
pay! Paste coupon on a post- 
card—and mail it today! ! 


FASHION FROCKS, INC. 

Studio L-1053, Cincinnati 25, Ohio 

YES, I'd like w be one of the women who get the chance to 
make up to $100 in a month for wearing and showing Fashion 


Frocks. Without obligating me in any way, please send every 
thing I nec { FRI E’ 
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THERE ARE THREE BRECK SHAMPOOS 
FOR THREE DIFFERENT HAIR CONDITIONS 
Whenever you buy a shampoo, keep in mind one thought - hair 
tends to be dry, oily or normal. For each of these hair conditions, 
there is a different Breck Shampoo. One Breck Shampoo is for 
dry hair. Another Breck Shampoo is for oily hair. A third 
Breck Shampoo is for normal hair. The Breck Shampoo for 
your hair condition will leave your hair clean, soft and lustrous. 


The Three Breck Shampoos are avatlable at Beauty Shops, Drug Stores, Department Stores and wherever cosmetics are sold. 


BRECK INC ° MANUFACTURING CHEMISTS ° SPRINGFIELD 3 MASSACHUSETTS 
YORK ° CHICAGO ° S A N ,RARBE 8B EC SC ° ot Ff awW a © awstaesa 











